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Senior Honors Project Critical Review 
My inspiration for my senior honors project comes primarily from my interest in 
the parallels between reality TV and soap operas. Upon viewing reality shows such as 
The Bachelor and Average Joe and soap operas such as General Hospital, I realized these 
shows shared similarities in content, "characterization," and their reliance on melodrama. 
AS I developed the idea for a story that amalgamated the two genres, I turned to literary 
satire of David Sedaris and G.K. Chesterton for inspiration both in the style and form 
necessary to satirize my story's soap opera-based reality show, Last Man Standing. By 
illustrating the application of creative and stylistic inspirations to my project, I intend to 
demonstrate how my story responds to and differs from its inspirational sources. 
Possibly the most striking parallels between reality programming and daytime 
drama are the similarities in setting and plot between the two genres. Despite its claim to 
portray "real life," reality TV only portrays real people divorced from the settings, norms, 
concerns and conflicts of what is commonly considered "reality." The heiresses on The 
Simple Life, a show that transplants Paris Hilton and Nicole Ritchie from Beverly Hills to 
rural Arkansas, face no consequences for their behavior in Arkansas. Instead, the girls' 
inability to keep their jobs, a situation considered unfortunate in reality, provides comic 
relief Contestants on reality shows such as The Bachelor need not worry about bills, 
children, health care, or employment as they live in posh settings, enjoy dates in such 
diverse locales as Puerto Rico and Vail, Colorado, and have hair and make-up consultants 
ensure their beauty every day. Soap operas feature similarly fantastic locales and 
scenarios, such as estates and moneyed families or the ubiquitous grandiose weddings 
presented on soap operas during spring. The characters in my story enjoy similar 
grandeur, as Brian relates when he notes "my whole family in both sides and my buddies 
could live" in the mansion provided for the show's contestants (2). However, Brian also 
describes his room as "half the size of a normal bedroom," with "only one light.. . and no 
furniture but the bed" (2). The grandeur of Brian's surroundings renders his small 
bedroom absurd and addresses the nature of "realistic" expectations from reality 
programming. Despite the fact that Brian lives in a mansion without the stresses and 
worries of work and responsibility, he still complains about the size of his room. 
Considering the privilege Brian will enjoy during the taping of Last Man Standing, his 
complaint about the size of his room seems ludicrous. The "real-life" concerns of 
comfort do not translate to Brian's new atmosphere, and Brian's complaint reminds the 
reader of the "real" concerns that are rarely presented on reality and daytime 
programming. 
The fantastic settings and scenarios presented both in reality TV and soap operas 
led me to explore further parallels between the mediums. I found that both mediums 
share similarities in characterization and character development, though these terms must 
be used loosely as participants on reality shows cannot accurately be said to be 
"developed". Reality TV and soap operas both make use of character types rather than 
multi-faceted characters driven by complexity and ambiguity. Soap operas notoriously 
present archetypal characters, such as the brooding romantic lead male, and only attempt 
to create character complexity by creating additional archetypal behavior for characters, 
as when the traditional good girl "goes bad." Reality TV relies on participants' sound 
bites to describe themselves and others to characterize its stars, allowing only for as much 
characterization as can be revealed within a few seconds. Reality shows come close to 
character development when they reveal participants' insecurities but deny full 
deyelopment by refusing to present the motivations or conflicts that drive these 
insecurities. 
I have used four basic archetypes to fulfill the standards of traditional daytime and 
reality casting, including the brooding romantic male, the good girl, the bad girl, and the 
fraternity brother. I also employed the traditional soap opera technique of character 
development by introducing Breton's alcoholism and Jake's callowness. These added 
details to the characters do not to demonstrate the characters' depth, but their lack of it. 
Breton's alcoholism does not denote any complexity as Breton displays little motivation 
for his addiction or even a personal response to it but remains as clueless as ever. 
Likewise, Jake's act as a brooding romantic demonstrates heist reliance upon adopting 
"deep" characteristics rather than developing his own complexity, employing a "self-
characterization" that mimics soap opera character development. Both Breton and Jake's 
"character development" points to the flimsy characterization presented on daytime and 
reality programming as neither character has enough depth to explore or create genuine 
human complexity. 
The fantastic settings and flat characterization common in reality TV and soap 
operas provide the basis for the shows' ever-present melodrama, usually occurring when 
intense situations spark intense emotional outcomes. Both reality shows and soap operas 
are riddled with tense situations. Soap operas feature natural disasters such as floods and 
snowstorms, hostage situations, and perpetual love triangles. Reality shows such as The 
Bachelor and Survivor provide tension through consistent elimination ceremonies and 
contests to remain on the show. These tense situations produce high emotions for 
characters in these mediums, which in turn often leads to melodrama. While critics of 
reality TV and soap operas deplore melodrama, it actually provides a necessary tension to 
these shows as the emotional intensity fuels audience interest and dedication and points 
to the immediacy of the situation at hand. I have included melodrama in my story, such 
as Jake's reaction to Carrie's accident, less to induce the reader's emotional response and 
more to convey the emotionally heightened mood of soap operas and reality TV. While 
Jake's impulse to pelt Misty with his jewelry provides comic relief, it also mirrors 
underscores the ridiculous nature of much of the melodrama present in these television 
genres (12). Carrie's accident occurs within days of the beginning of taping, and Jake's 
reaction to her accident parallels that of The Bachelor contestants lamenting their 
elimination before even dating the Bachelor. The farce rests in Jake's investment in his 
relationship with Carrie and the emotionality of the situation, not in him throwing his 
rings or sobbing on the ground (14). 
Although my primary creative inspiration for this project comes from television, I 
derived stylistic inspiration from the satirists David Sedaris and G.K. Chesterton. The 
author of several books and essays for The New Yorker and Esquire, Sedaris often 
presents events in his essays without commentary, allowing the reader to appreciate the 
inherent humor of the situation. In his recent essay "Our Perfect Summer," Sedaris 
relates his family'S suggestions for the name of their potential new beach house, 
revealing that "[e]verything we saw was offered as a potential name." The candidates 
include "The Shell Station," "The TV Antenna," and "The Toothless Black Man Selling 
Shrimp From the Back OfRis Van." Just as Sedaris makes use of humorous anecdotes, 
most of my story's humor remains in Brian's anecdotes about the house, as when Breton 
mistakes Brian's time in the confession room as "'confessionals where you talk to God'" 
(39). Along with simply relating anecdotes, Sedaris also chooses to add context or 
commentary to his essays, he critiques the assumptions that lead people to satirical 
behavior, as when he remembers a woman's refer to "[m]y home, well, one of my 
homes." Sedaris notes that "[t]here was ... a pause between the words "home" and "well," 
a brief moment in which she'd decided, Oh, why not!" I have employed a similar ironic 
style to heighten the humor of my story, as when Brian refers to Jake's reaction to 
Carrie's accident as reminding him "ofa when a sitcom has a 'very special' episode and 
all of the actors trade in their run of the mill jokes for run of the mill melodrama" (12). 
Although a story about a clueless participant in a reality show lends itself to a 
certain amount of humor, I find Brian's interpretations of and confusion at the events of 
the story necessary to convey how ridiculous the events are. In a culture at times 
saturated with day- and nighttime dramas and reality TV, situations such as Misty and 
Carrie's fight or Jake's poor treatment of Carrie may be expected in a story about a 
reality show. Brian's commentary creates a distance between the reader and the story's 
events and allows the reader to question the irrational behavior of the characters. 
G.K. Chesterton provides my other stylistic influence with his novel The Man 
Who Was Thursday. Known for his work as a Christian theologian and the Father Brown 
series, Chesterton's Thursday explores an anarchist society secretly infiltrated and run by 
police officers. Chesterton's novel disregards logic or realism as the police officers find 
out one another's secret, shared profession. This satire's seemingly random plot dialogue 
belies the officers' shallowness and inability to construct meaning out of their episodic 
adventures, which in turn inspired the random plot structure of my story. As Breton 
careens between alcoholism and sobriety and Misty careens between personalities, the 
characters of Last Man Standing demonstrate little awareness of the meaning or 
consequences of their actions. Their shallowness allows them to act without 
compunction and reveals their selfish motives. 
Thursday's language also provided inspiration, as Chesterton pairs the ridiculous 
journey of the police officers with inane narrative. Chesterton provides an inane 
metaphor when describing Officer Syme' s relief at learning the Professor's secret 
identity, relating that "two is not twice one; two is two thousand times one. That is why, 
in spite ofa hundred disadvantages, the world will always return to monogamy" (126). 
The metaphor does nothing to explain Syme's relief in finding an ally, and its divergence 
from the plot mirrors the plot's fast-paced, random nature. Likewise, I have used absurd 
language in the story's dialogue, as when Breton speaks to Misty about her missing 
banana clip. Unaware that a banana clip is a hair accessory, Breton advises Misty to "talk 
to the person you're having problems with. You don't have to say you think he has your 
banana. You can just ask ifhe's seen it" (9). Breton's misunderstanding reflects the 
general cluelessness of Last Man Standing's characters and maintains the inanity of the 
plot. I have incorporated some elements of absurdity into my story to enhance the 
satirical quality of the narrative. By writing absurdity into some elements of the story 
and dialogue, I have attempted to distance the reader from the events and characters of 
the story and maintain focus on the story's satire. 
In order to write the satire Last Man Standing, I have looked to popular culture for 
influences. I have found it necessary to supplement my sources of reality TV and soap 
operas with the stylistic inspiration of David Sedaris and G.K. Chesterton in order to 
produce a satiric work. I hope that this story sufficiently responds to its predecessors. 
Works Cited 
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Last Man Standing 
By Emily Keyser 
Senior Honors Project 
April 2004 
Confession #1 
Hi, I'm Brian. I guess you know that. So this is my first time in the confession 
room. Just here to talk about my first impressions of this experience. 
The first time I met everyone, I started shivering the way I do when I get the flu, 
just this feeling of being invaded and destroyed. What happened was, when I got to the 
airport, the chauffeur was waiting for me. He showed me to the limousine Jeep. It was 
so cool, I've never seen those before and I've never been in a limo. I was hoping the 
drive wouldn't end so I could keep messing around with the TV and the DVD player, 
Somehow movies are better in a limousine Jeep. There was all this food in there, too, 
fiuit, Miller, Doritos, wraps. I had my sunroof, my bar - you know what? That limo 
was the best part of this trip so far. 
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It took a while to get here, and I got to see a lot of Napa Valley. I thOUght it 
looked pretty cool. I've never been to a grape arbor before. I was pretty surprised the 
show would be taking place here. All I knew when I came out here was we'd be living in 
a secret location in California. I just assumed we'd be on the beach, so Napa Valley was 
a real surprise. 
I'm glad I had all that stuff to look at, or eat, or I might've been kinda sad on the 
way here. I've never spent so much time away from home before, and St. Louis is pretty 
far away. I know I can't talk to my family or my buddies. I was feeling down about it in 
the limo, but there was so much to check out and there's been so much happening since 
then that I haven't thought about it that much. 
So maybe ten minutes before we got to the house, I saw these gardens in the 
middle of nowhere. They're all different shapes, like all the roses are grouped in a circle 
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and all the cacti are in the shape of a cactus. These gardens went on forever. I couldn't 
tell you what most of the plants are, but it looked really amazing. Then he got up to the 
house and it blew me away. I've never even seen a house this big on TV. I mean, my 
whole family in both sides and my buddies could live in this house. And it looked pretty 
old-fashioned, kind oflike those houses you see if you watch some English movie about 
the old days. 
Once I got out of the limo, I really got how huge this house is. And inside's huge 
too, it feels bigger than it even looks. I think it's cause all the ceilings are so high and we 
don't have much furniture. 
The chauffeur showed me my room. My room's ajoke. It's like the ugly 
stepchild ofthis house. I think I'm living in the supply room. It's about half the size ofa 
normal bedroom, there's only one light - not even in a fixture - and no furniture but the 
bed. I have to go down two doors for the bathroom. Here I thought I'd be getting a 
luxury suite in this house. 
After I dropped my bags in the room, the chauffeur brought me downstairs to the 
den. The den makes up for my room. It's got two pool tables, foosball, a couple of 
arcade games, and bar, couches everywhere, a big-screen. I think I'll move in there. 
I was so busy looking around, I didn't see any other people in the room. It's 
pretty big, the lighting's dark. It would be a great place to hide. I was getting ready to 
play Pacman when I heard someone say, "Excuse me." I jumped so much, I hit the 
machine and bruised my thigh. The woman behind me was really sorry. She apologized 
maybe five times. Then she asked, "Are you on the show with us?" I told her yeah, and 
then I realized there were two other people besides her. I asked if we were the only 
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people so far and she told me, "1 think we're the only people period." 1 really didn't 
know what they could do with only four people but at that point no one had even told me 
what the show was about. 1 just knew it was called Last Man Standing. 
The woman seemed fairly nice and one of the guys seemed normal. The other 
one was dressed like the Fonz. 1 had no idea if it was a costume or what. 1 got the 
feeling that he was one of those guys. 
A man came in behind me, dressed in a tuxedo. He was the only one of us 
dressed up. He wasn't too bad looking, for a guy, but something about him was fake. He 
has these rectangular black plastic glasses, which wouldn't be so bad, if he didn't push 
them up his nose every couple of minutes. They're actually pretty coolon other people, 
but they seemed nerdy on him. He almost acts like he's not used to them yet, because 
toys with them in general all the time. He's also got this "trendy" hair that looks like he 
got shot with a lightning bolt, but he puts so much stuff in it that it looks like an oil slick. 
And he fingers it all the time. He's not fixing it, just sort of patting it in place. Every so 
often he catches himself sounding nasal and deepens his voice, which is even more 
hilarious. Overall he seems like a good guy, but 1 get the idea that he only looks cool but 
he's actually a closet geek. Like someone who sneaks around and watches anime in his 
spare time. He stood in front of us and made eye contact with everyone, then told us his 
name is Trent and he would be our host. He started out saying this show wouldn't have 
physical challenges or games of any kind. 
He was going to go on and tell us how we get eliminated, but he got interrupted 
by a woman who walked in. She was really stunning. She had this deep red hair and 
brown eyes, very pale brown, which is weird to see, but it looked great on her. Everyone 
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else was in jeans or sweats, but she had on full make-up, perfume, heels, a nice dress. It 
would've looked out of place on someone else, but it really worked for her, probably 
because she was so confident. She just had this amazing self-assurance, like she was the 
most important person in the room. It was really attractive, at the time. 
She came in and looked forward, so I don't know if she didn't see Trent or what. 
She ran into him full on and he had to take a few steps forward to balance himself. Then 
the woman looked down and said, "I'm so sorry. I really didn't see you there. Oh, I 
hope I didn't wrinkle this tux of yours." She started tugging the back of it to get all the 
wrinkles out, but mostly she caressed the back of it. Trent stepped out of the way. 
"I'm Misty. The pleasure is mine." She held out her hand. 
Trent shook his head. "Misty. The producers thought you weren't coming. Your 
chauffeur couldn't find you." 
Misty frowned with her eyes and smiled with her mouth. "Yeah, I took a taxi 
when I saw the chauffeur. He looked ... rough." 
"He grew up in Beverly Hills." 
"Oh, was he a gardener?" Misty sat down gingerly next to the other woman and 
one of the guys and tugged on her skirt. She smoothed her hose and smiled up at Trent. 
"Okay, I'm ready. Go ahead." 
Trent explained the goal of the game. He told us that even though we get voted 
out of the game, we probably won't know who does the voting. It could be a panel of 
people, it could be us at the end of the game, it could be him. And on top of that, all of us 
stay in the house for four weeks and then get told who gets the million dollars. All we 
have to do is live together. Sounds great, right? But if that's all we have to do, that 
means living together will be hell. No way is the show going to put up a million dollars 
just so we can all get along. I watch reality TV, I know how this tune goes. Eventually 
Trent stopped the speech and told us to introduce ourselves. 
"Hi, guys, my name is Misty! I'm just so glad to be here and get to know 
everyone. I'm from Fresno, and I'm "between jobs" there. I just want to say, no hard 
feeling to anyone, no matter who wins." She had this weird, moronic look the whole 
time she talked, like she was trying not to wrinkle her eyes when she smiled. It was like 
watching a redhead Barbie. 
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The woman next to her spoke up. "I'm Carrie. I'm like Misty, I'm just so glad to 
have a chance to meet some new faces. I'm from Tampa. I'm in pharmaceutical sales. I 
really just want to have a good time here, no matter who wins the money. Let's just all 
enjoy ourselves, okay?" She smiled big and, unlike Misty, genuinely. 
Carrie's really cute. She's petite and she has a short blonde haircut. There's this 
small gap between her two front teeth, and she's worn sweats the whole time here. I 
think everyone agrees that Carrie is the most genuine person here, or at least the nicest, 
and everyone likes her. Well, except for Misty. Misty heard what Carrie said, rolled her 
eyes, and crossed her arms, but she swung her elbow out far enough to get Carrie in the 
ribs. 
Carrie rubbed her ribs and said, "Did you know you just hit me?" 
Misty looked over, got this stern look on her face, and said, "It's not all about 
you. Buttercup." Carrie's eyes dropped, and then she looked up like she just realized 
what Misty said. Misty looked straight ahead and winked at Trent. 
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Misty whipped her head toward Carrie, but Jake started talking. He's pretty tall, 
kind of muscular, strong jaw. I've seen his closet, and all his clothes are black. He has a 
whole bunch of leather jackets and jeans and he's always squinting. He said his name 
and then he got quiet. The girls leaned forward for whatever was next. You could tell 
they were into him. The other guy and 1 rolled our eyes. 
Jake said, "I'm a mechanic. 1 come from Nevada. This is my first time doing 
something like this. Usually I'm on the other side of the tracks." He clenched his teeth 
and flinched. The girls muttered something reassuring. 1 looked at his hands. Sure 
enough, clean and soft as Snuggles the bear. "So excuse me ifl don't always know how 
to express myself I'm quiet a lot, just ... by myself. 1 like to come out in my songs, you 
know, my poetry." He looked down and blushed. The girls said something like, "Oh, 
that's great!" or "I love poetry!" or "You sound so sensitive." 1 realized two things at 
that point: Jake didn't have a problem talking for someone who's quiet and unexpressive 
and Jake was going to get the girls. 
The other guy must thought something like this too, because he started giggling 
and squeaking when he breathed in. 1 guess this made Misty mad. She glared at him and 
said, "You're making noises." She pushed Carrie to the back of the couch and put her 
hand out to Jake, muttering something like, "You don't ever have to be embarrassed 
about sharing yourself with me." Jake glared at her, silently, and pushed her hand away 
to help Carrie up. Misty narrowed her eyes into slits, but gave the moronic smile when 
she realized she was wrinkling. 
The next guy tried to introduce himself, but he had trouble getting the giggles 
under control. After he contained himself, he said, "I'm Breton. I'm twenty-three, just 
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graduated from Boston U. with a degree in finance. I'm currently single, but I'm willing 
to let that change." He winked. "Yeah, and I'm just looking forward to playing the 
game. And winning." Breton smiled a huge, cocky smile and wobbled his head like 
Katie Couric. Nobody said anything. We just stared at his blindingly white, 
psychotically straight teeth, his florescent tan, his bleached and starched white shirt, his 
running shoes that I can guarantee have never seen a track. Breton definitely saw us 
looking at him because he fidgeted and said, "Is, urn, is there something wrong? I didn't 
get a spot on this shirt, did I?" He looked down, looked at us, and looked down again. 
He tapped his fingers briskly and turned light pink. Yeah, he came off cocky, but he 
didn't seem like a bad guy, just young. I felt bad staring at him and making him fidgety 
and decided to take him out of his misery. 
I cleared my throat and said, "Hi, my name's Brian. I'm from Pittsburgh and, uh, 
I actually just quit my job there at an insurance company. So, uh, I definitely need this 
money. And then I hope I'll never have to work again." I laughed nervously. Four 
blank faces stared back at me, and Breton had replaced his trembling lip with a look of 
relief I thought he was glad I'd rescued him from public humiliation, but no, it was so 
much worse than that. Breton said, "Hey, bro, good to meet you. Maybe we can hang 
out. You can do my taxes sometime." 
"Urn, okay .... But why do you want me to do your taxes? It's not even January 
yet." 
"Yeah, well, you worked in insurance, right? So you know all about crunching 
numbers. Just thought you'd be good with taxes, dawg." 
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"But you have a degree in ... " Something flashed before my eyes, a picture of the 
next four weeks of me explaining why Breton, with his degree in finance, would do a 
better job with his taxes than me. I sighed and said, "Sure, any time. If you can find 
me." 
Misty mumbled, "That's what you get with someone named after a cracker." 
That's when I got the awful feeling that living in a house with these four people 
was going to end very badly. 
Confession #2 
I'm ready to kill Misty. She started it again today, getting mad about something 
and then turning away before anything could be resolved. She's been on a rampage 
pretty much since the first night, when Jake asked Carrie to take a walk around the 
gardens and told Misty to wait for another time. 
When we were working out this morning, she came into the room and said, 
"Someone's taken my banana clip. Are you listening? Someone's taken my favorite 
banana clip. It's pink with periwinkle pinstripes and I use it every day when I swim. 
Now, I'm not saying I know who stole it or that any of you knows, but if you do know, I 
want it back. NOW. " 
Then she got really mad when Breton lifted up from the floor mat and asked her 
what a banana clip was. I don't think he was trying to irritate her. He really just didn't 
know. Misty lowered her head and lashes and turned toward him really slow. She said 
something like, "My grandmother gave me that nana clip when I was eleven and I've 
worn it whether it's in style or not because I just love it. Now I'm not naming names, but 
I know someone has it because I've never lost it before. I don't believe in accusing 
people who are innocent without a trial, but there's going to be a trial if I don't get it 
back." Then Breton started laughing and fell down. You can count on him to pull 
through like that. 
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But Breton told Misty, "Maybe you should talk to the person you're having 
problems with. You don't have to say you think he has your banana. You can just ask if 
he's seen it." 
Misty's eyes got really big and she started flicking her fingers the way she does 
when she's about to let you have it. She just started in on him. "Breton, I'm not missing 
a banana. If I was, do you think I'd be this upset about it? You're so stupid sometimes, 
Breton. It's not like I can't eat other fruit when I'm hungry. I can always eat an apple or 
an orange instead. Bananas don't mean that much to me, and for your further info, I am 
missing a banana clip. It is a hair accessory. My grandma bought it in Maine twelve 
years ago and brought it all the way across the country and gave it to me. Now that 
means something to me, not like some stupid fruit that anyone can eat, that's public 
property. Do you think I'd want to find stupid fruit that's public property? Unh-uh, I 
don't think so." 
So that set Breton off, just like I knew it would. I tried to leave, but Misty stood 
in front of the door and said, "Excuse me, Brian, but did I say I was done? That's just 
like you, Brian. You're so rude. You always try to walk out when someone's talking or 
leave when I come into a room. Do you have a problem with me? Because if you do, 
you need to say something about it. You can't keep things inside like I can't see, because 
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I see how you avoid me, and I don't appreciate it. If you've got a problem with me, you 
need to come right out and tell me like I'd tell you." 
Breton shot off something like, "Just like you told your banana thief?" I was 
going to be proud of him until Misty gave him her death squad look. He just looked 
down and trembled. I think that's when Misty got Breton's joke. You could see her 
register something and then she stomped her foot and left. 
I hate Misty, I really just ... hate her. I never expected to say that about anyone 
here, but she's a bitch, just a royal pain in the ass. I know there's always one of those on 
these shows, but I just had no idea what it's like to live with one of them. It's like living 
in an interrogation room, never knowing who's on your side or how much to tell. You 
have to constantly watch what you say or what you do because you never know when 
she'll be around the comer, spying on you, just waiting to use what you say against you. 
She's easily the most manipulative person I've ever met. It's like she's hardwired to cut 
everyone the worst hand to get what she wants. It's impossible to be comfortable around 
her. 
Confession #3 
Carrie's in the hospital now. We're only two days into this and somebody's 
already in the hospital. 
First I have to say that Carrie is truly just a great person. On the first day, she 
hugged everyone and brought presents and told us she was so happy she'd be making 
friends with us. She made us hot chocolate and played the piano while we sang songs. 
We were all excited to be here then and getting along. It seemed like something might 
even happen between her and lake, but then something happened with Misty and I'm 
positive that's why Carrie's in the hospital now. 
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What happened was Carrie and Jake were in the kitchen talking. I was on the 
balcony outside the kitchen, kind of watching. It looked like they were having a pretty 
intense conversation. Carrie kept smiling and looking down and Jake kept leaning in 
close and closer, and then Misty walked in. Once she saw them, she rolled her eyes. 
Something was up with her. She didn't really act different, not nervous or anything. 
Yeah, that's what it was. I just remembered. She squinted when she was looking for 
some granola bars. I remember noticing it and thinking she must have had something on 
her mind to allow herself to wrinkle. Once she found the granola, she walked over -
well, she wasn't wearing her heels - she hobbled closer to Carrie and sort of glowered 
over her head. She and lake and Carrie looked like they were screaming at each other 
and then lake slapped Misty. I went in then, because lake gets a little out of control 
sometimes. Carrie was sobbing. Misty saw us and smiled and walked off. Carrie ran 
outdoors and about half an hour later, maybe, there was this honking and a crash. 
Everyone ran outside to see what happened. The guy who delivers our mail was hunched 
over the front of his car. He yelled for someone to call an ambulance because he'd hit 
Carrie. Breton started crying and I went in to call because everyone just stood around 
and looked at each other. 
I went out again and lake was standing over Carrie, cradling her head. He never 
talks very loud anyway, so I had trouble hearing him, but it sounded something like, 
"Baby, don't die on me. Baby, don't die on me because I love you. You've changed my 
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whole life. You've made me want to live again, live for you, so don't die on me, Carrie 
baby, because I can't live if I can't live for you." 
I remember thinking "You've only known each other two days. Calm down." 
Then Jake started screaming. The EMT pulled up and pushed Jake off Carrie. One of 
them said she was dead and they'd have to resuscitate her, but that's just ridiculous, 
because I could see her eyelids fluttering and her stomach was moving like she was 
breathing. I even said that because I didn't want Carrie's heart damaged by .... , but Jake 
said, "No, man, just let the EMT guys do their job. They know their stuff." So I stopped 
talking. It wasn't doing any good, anyway. Between Breton's crying and their yelling, 
they couldn't hear me. 
I assume they resuscitated her, too, because Misty came walking up then with this 
superior look on her face. She looked different than she had during the fight. Yeah, 
actually, she'd changed. I think she was wearing a different outfit, and I know she didn't 
look as sweaty as she did before. Everybody turned to look at her. She raised an 
eyebrow and said, "Have I missed something?" Then she looked over at the ambulance 
and asked what happened. Jake screamed that Carrie had been hurt and mumbled 
something like, "If you did this to her, you bitch, I swear to God I'll kill you." He pulled 
one of his rings offand threw it at her, then tore off the rest of his rings and his necklaces 
and pelted her with them. The whole scene reminded me of when a sitcom has a "very 
special" episode and all the actors trade in their run of the mill jokes for run of the mill 
melodrama. This was even worse than him calling Carrie baby and talking about how he 
couldn't live without her. I couldn't believe how melodramatic Jake was, kind of like 
some kid acting out anguish. 
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Misty asked, "Why is it when something bad happens, everyone blames me? 
What have I done?" Jake went for her and screamed, "You've always hated Carrie! Ever 
since you stepped foot into this house, you've had it in for her because she's sweet, she's 
fragile, and she's innocent, everything you aren't. You can't stand for everyone to like 
her, can you? Can't stand some of the attention going her way. Well, now all the 
attention's going to be on her, so get used to it!" 
Misty screamed back, well, really she squeaked, "Listen, Jake, I don't know what 
your problem is. All I did was ask a question, OK? I didn't know that was Carrie in 
there, OK? Because I've spent the last forty-five minutes in my room showering and 
dressing for dinner so I don't know what's been going on! Everyone got that? I've been 
too busy with my own life to pay attention to Carrie's so stop accusing me of what 
happens to her." 
This is the point when I thought about going inside and calling it quits on the 
gang. I wanted to make sure Carrie was okay. Out of all of them, she's the only one I'd 
probably want to make sure is okay, but I don't like or anyone enough to stand there 
through all of this. Plus it was a little chilly and I wasn't wearing shoes and I'd just left 
Ross and Rachel during the beach house episode. That's a great episode, I have to see it 
when it comes on. It was just more of the same, screaming, yelling, crying, drama over 
nothing or over something completely beside the point. It just gets old after a while. 
You think it's really interesting on TV, but then you live it and it's just irritating and 
boring. 
So I thought about going in, but the EMT guy came over and told Jake Carrie 
would be okay. Jake fell on the ground and pounded it with his fists, screaming out 
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"Carrie!" When Jake looked up, he was sobbing. Breton was crying, too, but he cries all 
the time. God knows if he could even tell you what was going on. Misty looked awfully 
suspicious, though. She looked at everyone else, cleared her throat really loudly, and 
turned away, shaking her head. It was suspicious, if it' s possible to be more suspicious 
than when she made it a point to tell everyone exactly where she was and what she was 
doing when Carrie was hit. And no one else noticed what she was doing. Considering 
everyone's attention is usually on Misty and what she's about to pull, I couldn't believe 
no one was noticing her now. She's the obvious person to point fingers at no matter 
what, and even if she wasn't around Carrie during the accident, I'm willing to bet 
anything she had something to do with it. So I don't get why no one else saw what she 
was doing. Maybe everyone was just glad Carrie was okay. 
After that, Misty wasn't the interesting one because the EMT man told Jake that 
there was something wrong with Carrie. Jake took the EMT guy by the collar and held 
him against the wall. He said something about Carrie's incredible will to live, no one 
could break her spirit, they better not mess her up, on and on. Really, I don't listen to 
Jake that much when he talks. The EMT guy said, "Sir, your girlfriend will live. She'll 
be absolutely fine. It's her eyesight I'm worried about." 
Everyone looked at each other. 
Jake sobbed, "What are you talking about, man? Don't just look at me. Tell me, 
tell me what's wrong? What's wrong with my Carrie baby's eyes?" The EMT told Jake 
Carrie's blind and there was just complete silence for a second. Then Misty looked up 
and spit out, "Blind? Carrie's blind?" Her eyes were shining. I've never seen Misty 
smile that big. It's like she won the biggest prize ever at the carnival. Again, no one paid 
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attention to it. Every other person there was so caught up in Jake's melodrama that no 
one even noticed her rubbing her hands together and clapping. I wonder about her. I 
wonder about all of them. This stuff happens all the time, where I seem to catch the 
others acting weird but no one else does, and if! say anything about it, everyone looks at 
me like, "What's his problem?" I don't know, maybe it's just their strategy. Maybe 
everyone else acts slightly suspicious or odd just to get me to act odd, and then I wouldn't 
have a chance of winning because I'd be too weird to get any votes. Whether the others 
act weird out of strategy or what, they're pretty obvious about it. Sometimes it makes me 
wonder if the others are all playing some other game that I'm not in on. 
Confession #4 
When Misty found out Carrie was getting out of the hospital, she had a temper 
tantrum. Luckily I was out of the room, so she took it out on Breton. From what I've 
heard from Breton and the camera crew, her manicure is the reason behind the long stripe 
on Breton's neck and jaw. Of course, the camera crew and Breton give different reasons 
for why Misty injured him or, as Breton said, let him know she "liked" him. 
I didn't actually see Misty or get a sense of her stability until the day Carrie came 
home. All of us managed to avoid Misty. To be honest, she locked herself in her room 
and didn't come out except to run in the early morning. I can't say the house wasn't 
pleasant. It was a lot quieter, and I didn't feel like cringing when I walked into a room, 
anxious she might be there. Then again, I was left to lay backgammon with Breton, who 
changed the rules every time we played. If I challenged him or played the right way, 
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he'd do something like touch my hand lightly and shake his head and say, "Now, you're 
playing by your rules, Brian. They're fun and all, but that's not how the game is really 
played." Then he'd pat my hand and put the pieces back. If I left him, I could hear 
Jake's singing echoing through the other rooms, outside, in my head. 
I am very happy Carrie's back. 
She only got back a couple of hours ago. Jake had been pacing and muttering 
about Carrie baby and watching Xena, and I was grateful when the doorbell stopped him. 
He bounded to the door, but Trent was the only person there. Jake said, "You" and sulked 
off. Trent came in, pushed his glasses up his nose and ran his hand through his hair. It 
remained in electric shock position. He looked at each of us and said, "It's been a while 
since I've seen you. As you know, a lot has changed during this time. Jake-" he grunted 
over his shoulder. "-your Carrie baby was hit by a car. She has since been in the hospital 
in critical condition after briefly dying on the pavement outside this house." He pointed 
to the ground. "Now Jake. Misty. Breton ... . Brian. Your Carrie baby is back. But as is 
always the case, something's different. There's been a change. Let's see if you can spot 
it." He moved to the side. 
Trent must think we're idiots if he thinks we couldn't see what was wrong with 
Carrie. The fact that she poked in a white cane and felt around wildly with her hand 
would have been might have been enough to tip us off, but the bandages around her eyes 
should have been a dead giveaway that something was wrong. Maybe some people are 
idiots, though, because Jake strolled up to Carrie and actually said, "Carrie. My baby. 
You're all right! Back and as good as ever!" He gave her a big kiss, stepped back, and 
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looked into her bandages. "Babe, you're not smiling. What's wrong? You can walk. 
You can breathe. You're alive. I couldn't be any happier. Tell me, what's the matter?" 
Carrie lifted her head and stepped back slightly. "Jake. Jake, I have something to 
tell you." 
"What is it? We don't need to keep secrets from each other. We're soul mates, 
remember?" 
"Please, Jake. Don't make this any harder on me than it is. And actually, I think 
everyone should hear this." She raised her voice and shifted toward everyone else. She 
didn't have to announce it, though, because Breton and I were already on the couch 
closest to the door, leaning over the back to hear. 
"What I'm about to say is very hard for me. It might be heard for you to take, too, 
but please just listen. It's important that you understand what's going on with me. Jake, 
everyone ... I'm bland. Blind. I'm ... blind. For good." She smiled shortly, then her face 
crumpled. 
Jake smiled briefly. "You are wearing bandages, Carrie. Trent's kept us up to 
date on your treatments. I knew you'd come back - different. But you're still Carrie, my 
Carrie, and that's as good as gold to me." He leaned down to kiss her, but she stepped 
back. 
"I'm blind. I can't ever see anything or anyone else again except in my 
memories. I can't see to get down these steps, I can't see Jake reciting his love poems, 
and I can't see the moon. So maybe we'll just have to save playing with the moon for 
another day, Jake. Another day when we're on the moon. Because I can't see to play 
with it." She began sobbing. Jake reached out and held her, running his fingers through 
her hair. They stayed like that a couple of minutes while Trent, Breton and I looked 
down while trying to inconspicuously watch them. 
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Carrie pushed herself back from Jake and lifted her head. "Jake, I want to know 
something. Please, just ... tell the truth. I need you to be honest with me." 
"Of course. Anything you need." 
"Will you still love me?" 
Jake didn't say anything. Carrie repeated herself, and Jake started and said, "Of 
course I'm going to love you, Carrie. I'll love you no matter what. I don't mind if you 
can't see, just so long as you can see my love for you." 
"So what ifI can't see our children? What ifI mistake another man for you?" 
"Carrie, that can't happen. You see, we were made for each other, out there in the 
stars. You'll always know me just like I'll always know you." Carrie held out her hand 
and Jake took it. They leaned in for a kiss, and something shuffled behind us. Everyone 
looked annoyed and turned around to see what was the interruption. Misty was standing 
on the stairs, putting on a shoe that seemed to have slid off while she was going down. 
Her hand was on the rail, and she was looking up at us like she was tom between 
screaming and laughing something off. The room was silent and tense, and I felt like I 
was waiting for someone else to take some action. The strangest and most disturbing 
thing about it was that nothing happened. Misty just went back to her room without a 
word spoken, without throwing something or having a tantrum. Breton didn't taunt her 
and run, Trent didn't ask her to join the circle. It was like she was never there. I don't 
think anyone knew how to take it. There was an awkward silence when everyone looked 
at each other until Trent said, "I think we've all had enough surprises for one night. I'll 
see you soon." He left, and eventually all of us left too. 
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Breton and I were both hungry, so we got something from the kitchen. Both of us 
stayed quiet, which was pretty unusual for Breton. After a while he started to say 
something and hesitated. I cringed at what was coming next. He finally said, "Was it 
just me or did it seem like Misty was weird tonight?" 
If Breton said noticed it, there was definitely something up. Here's the guy who 
ends up playing for both teams in video games because he can't keep up with which 
one's his. Ifeven Breton picked up on something wrong, I have to panic. 
Confession #5 
I've just been out swimming with Carrie. I know that sounds weird, considering 
she's been recently blinded, but swimming's one of the few things she can do without 
having to see. She's a lane hog, though. 
I guess we were in the water half an hour before we got out. Jake kept checking 
on us either through a window or from the garden, but once he saw Carrie would be okay, 
he went upstairs for a nap. Carrie and I got out once the novelty of the pool wore off, and 
we laid down on the chaise lounges. I was dozing off. The swim, pizza for lunch, the 
sun, it was too much for me. I was half-asleep so I didn't really register what all the 
crashes were until I looked over and saw Carrie trying to pick up her sunscreen and cane. 
Then I felt guilty for not taking care of her and moved over to help. 
"Hey, thanks, Brian," she said when I handed her the cane. "It's so nice of you to 
take care of me like this. Jake really needs a break." 
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"Yeah, my pleasure, any time Jake gets tired or you need a break from him." 
Carrie let out a short, tense laugh. "Yeah. Yeah. I really appreciate what he's 
doing for me too. I can't believe I just met this guy who I love and who loves me enough 
to take care of me through all this." Her face was smiling, but her body was tense. Her 
shoulders were hunched over, she was tapping her foot on the tiles, and she was nodding 
her head like she was agreeing with someone. 
"Brian - hmm. It's, it's very difficult to have someone else do everything for 
you. You know what I mean?" 
I snorted. "I've made all my meals since I was seven. I only wish life was that 
hard." I glanced over her at her. She wasn't smiling anymore. "Hey, you know. I don't 
wanna be .. J wouldn't mind having someone do my laundry, that's all." 
"I know what you mean. I hate doing laundry too." She nodded. "It's just that 
I'd rather take care of someone else than be pampered." She was facing the opposite 
direction. 
"Really?" 
"Yeah. Ever since my mom was sick - my mom had cancer a few years ago -
I've been used to at least helping out a little, doing whatever someone will let me. It's 
driving me crazy, not being able to make my own food, pick out my clothes, always 
having to be around someone. Don't take me wrong, it's not you. It's not Jake. It's me. 
I just don't know how to let someone take care of me." Carrie picked at a ravel in her 
shorts and kept her head down. I thought I saw her lips move, like she was lip-synching. 
"Maybe that's your answer, then. Maybe you should just let yourself be taken 
care of" 
"Not like I have a choice." 
I shook my head. "No, that's just it. Take advantage of it. Enjoy it. You're 
going to be on your own at some point, right? I mean, you won't be depending on 
someone forever. So maybe until then you should just live lit up. Feel like royalty." I 
tapped her on the arm. 
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She turned back toward me. Her mouth wasn't as down-turned now. "You think 
so?" 
"Yeah. Just act like Misty." 
Carrie giggled and covered her mouth. "Shh, she could hear you." 
I leaned back and put my arms behind my head. "I'm not worried. Soon there's 
gonna be another diva in the house to put her to shame." 
Carrie smiled brightly, and I felt good that I was able to make her enjoy herself. 
What could have been a very serious conversation that would've probably made me 
uncomfortable turned out well after all. I wanted to give myself a high-five for crisis 
control. 
Carrie reached for her drink beside her chair but kept just missing it. I leaned 
over for it without thinking. She sat up. "Oh, yeah, I'm supposed to lay back and enjoy 
the royal treatment. While you're at it, you want to get my pillow? Kidding," she blurted 
out, hitting my arm. She didn't look so jokey, though. For just a second, her smile 
turned fake. She has pointy teeth, too, small and pointy, so I guess when her dimple 
dropped, she looked really sinister, baring her teeth and her bandages. I pulled my hand 
back from the drink really quick. I guess she didn't notice me doing that, cause she 
didn't comment on it. 
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. d d 't ?" 
"Mrrun, strawberry daiquiri in the sun. We really do have It rna e, on we. 
The dimple came back. I was relieved." 
"No kidding. We might not have it this easy again." 
"Is life hard for you?" 
"Nah, not at all. Just boring. 1 worked at an insurance company before 1 came 
here, basically taking complaints all day." 
"That is hard." 
"You get used to it. Doesn't mean 1 like it, but 1 expect certain things now. 
That's not what bothers me. It's the constant backbiting and gossip that gets me down. 
All that pettiness. That's why 1 quit." 
"And that's why you joined a reality show, to get along with people." Carrie 
laughed. 1 kinda laughed, kind of grimaced. 1 did actually plan to at least meet new 
people. 1 wasn't expecting the likes of Misty in a million years. That was a surprise and 
a disappointment. 
"I guess 1 just joined for the adventure. You know, if someone' s gonna bicker, at 
least the rest of us are doing something interesting ... " 1 started laughing then, knowing 
that not only had 1 not gotten away from the bickering, 1 wasn't doing anything. The 
most exciting thing I've done here is rig the Pacman machine so it looks like 1 have the 
highest score. 
"Brian, it's too bad all your plans didn't work out. But you are meeting people, 
even if it's us." 
"That's not all bad." 
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"No, it's not. There's always a bright side, isn't there? I mean, I may have had 
an accident, but I also met Jake. I can't imagine what my life would be like without one 
or the other." 
"You have a good attitude about things." 
"Thanks, I learned it when my mom was sick. It just seemed like the only way to 
get through all that stuff, to appreciate the positive." 
"So, is that why you're here? To get money for your family?" 
Carrie lifted her head but didn't answer. I immediately hoped her mom hadn't 
died or I hadn't hit on a sore subject. Carrie's too positive and nice to want to bring 
down. "God, sorry, I shouldn't have as--" 
"No, no, no, I didn't know what you meant. Yeah, I want the money for my 
family. And me. My parents need to make some improvement son the house. And they 
adopted a casual wear dress code at work, so I need some new clothes." She laughed. 
"Wow, you're so practical. I want a Ski-Doo." 
We both laughed at that one, me because I was seeing myself on a Ski-Doo, 
Carrie .. .! don't know why. I don't think I want to. We kept laughing off and on until 
Jake came out, bleary-eyed and ruftled. Without his jacket on, he looked about ten 
pounds lighter. He rubbed his forehead and glowered at me. 
"Brian. Listen, angeL it's awfully hot out here. It's probably not good for you 
when you're taking all those meds. You wanna go inside?" 
"Yeah, actually, I'm getting heated. Thanks so much for the talk, Brian. It's 
good just to hang out." 
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Jake startled when he heard that, and he gave me a long, hard, invasive stare. I 
tried to hold it, but it was too uncomfortable. "It's good to know that you two got the 
chance to ... talk. We're going upstairs now." He put his hand down to help Carrie up and 
only looked away when he remembered she couldn't see where his hand was. He walked 
her over to the door and I followed, wanting a cold drink and air conditioning. Jake 
turned around and put his face way too close to mine. 
"We're going upstairs, Brian." Jake put his hand on my shoulder and very softly 
pushed me back. Carrie didn't seem to know what was going on. 
"Maybe we can talk later, Brian. Not now, thOUgh. Now that I'm up, all the 
exercise is kicking in. I'm wiped." She fiddled with the door, but couldn't find the latch. 
"Here, let me get that." I reached for it, but Jake got there first. 
"Thanks, Brian, I can take care of it. So, angel, I was talking to Misty earlier. 
She's not that bad when you get to know her." Carrie stumbled and I think I gasped. 
Jake went on, "She's had a hard life. It's taken a lot out on her. I think she tries to put up 
a tough exterior so she doesn't have to be wlnerable." 
"So that's her secret, huh?" Carrie faced Jake. Her lips were in a tight, thin line. 
He almost smiled at her, then got a panicky look in his eyes. They didn't say anything 
else the rest of the way upstairs. 
Confession #6 
We still haven't seen Misty today. I can tell she's been out because she left her 
running shoes by the front door. I'm a little worried, not for her but for the rest of us. I 
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know she might just be torn up about Jake, but I really expect her at some point to come 
out with a hack saw or a goalie mask and do us all in. 
Like I said, we just didn't see Misty today. Jake was taking care of Carrie, Breton 
was sleeping in, and I was doing a crossword puzzle, talking to the other two. We were 
all comfortable and relaxed and then it happened. Misty walked in wearing sweatpants 
and a t-shirt. That was weird by itself, because Misty only dresses down to run, and even 
then I'm sure she's wearing designer jogging clothes. So it was weird to see Misty 
dressed down, but it was really weird to see her without makeup and her hair looking bad, 
like she hadn't washed it. I looked at the other two to see their reactions. Jake didn't 
notice her and Carrie, obviously, can't see. Sometimes I think I'm the only one to pick 
up on anything at this house. 
So I had no idea what to think about this. I almost wanted to check if Misty had a 
knife . Misty beat me to the punch, though and said, "How are you, Carrie?" real slow 
and sweet, like she'd taken painkillers. That was even creepier than the other stuff Then 
she said, "I'm so sorry about your accident, Carrie. Really I am. I just want to do 
anything I can to help you." 
Jake looked up then and noticed something wrong with Misty. His eyebrows 
lifted and his jaw dropped just enough for the light to bounce off his cheekbones, 
emphasizing his strong bone structure. He alternated between a grimace and a smile. 
Carrie shrunk up into the couch and told Misty she didn't need any help. 
Misty said ok and shuffled off. That's when I got convinced she was taking 
something because Misty doesn't shuffle. With most of the shoes she wears, she can't 
shuffle or she'd fall flat on her face. Carrie asked what that was all about and Jake told 
her how Misty was dressed and stuff. Carrie asked me what I thought was wrong, but I 
couldn't really put any words to it. The cameras started zooming in on me too, which 
made it even harder to think. I finally had to go leave to shoot some hoops or do 
something to clear my head. 
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When I came back, Misty was even weirder. She'd brushed her hair and looked 
cleaned up, but she still didn't look like herself. She wasn't glamorous or confident. She 
just looked small and ordinary. I don't like her and I'm kind of afraid of her, but it really 
made me sad to see that. Sad and on guard, because Misty is the fakest person I've ever 
known, with the possible exception of Jake, who looks like a Harlequin cover model. 
She literally does everything just to get something she wants, which is usually Jake. So 
even though she looked sad and used, I can't entirely buy it. Either she is so sad she 
doesn't care what she looks like - and if she's that sad, she might need medicine - or she 
wants something so much that she'll swallow her pride and look ragged to throw us off. I 
haven't decided which it is yet. I don't want to believe the first answer out of pity. I 
don't want to believe the second one out of fear. If she wants something that bad, I'd 
rather tune out all the things she'll do to get it. 
She was actually smiling at everyone and being nice. She wasn't even trying to 
get anything. She even told Breton she liked his jacket. His face crumpled up and then 
he stopped and thought about what she said. Then he just looked confused. He went into 
the kitchen, which is where the two of us usually hide from Misty, since she doesn't like 
food. Misty was still smiling after he left, but it was a genuine smile, like she was 
enjoying herself. That was pretty weird because Misty never smiles out of happiness, 
only when something bad happens to one of us or she gets her way. I didn't check, 
though, because I couldn't move. I was stunned. 
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Maybe Misty's becoming human. Maybe seeing Carrie get blinded did it, or 
knowing she couldn't have Jake really set in. I can't say. I like the change. It's nice not 
to have to be on the lookout for her. I'm still suspicious, though. I can't trust her. I still 
think she was behind Carrie's accident and she's getting off scot-free for it. And 
whatever happened to that investigation, anyway? Shouldn't somebody have figured out 
the cause of the accident by now? Shouldn't the police have questioned us about it? It 
seems like everyone's forgotten about it. Anyway, between the accident and how Misty 
always seems to get close to Jake and how she makes Breton cry, I don't trust anything 
she does or, in this case, doesn't do. 
Confession #7 
My arm is so sore right now. I really might have pulled a muscle. I was just 
playing Ping-Pong with Jake in the den, and he takes Ping-Pong seriously. We ended up 
having a Ping-Pong championship because he just couldn't handle me beating him. He 
ended up winning cause I quit when he started aiming balls at me. 
Carrie was downstairs with us, lounging on a beanbag, doing something like 
macrame or making lanyards. I couldn't quite tell. They looked like the crap I made at 
camp that never came out right. At least she has the excuse that she can't see what she's 
doing. She kept interrupting the game by asking Jake for stufflike smoothies, or a neck 
rub, or a pillow fluff. I can't say I minded. My arm was tired, but Jake looked really 
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pissed off. He always kept it out of his voice, but I wondered if she knew how mad he 
was. 
After a while I think Carrie's meds made her sleepy cause I kept seeing her head 
bob. At some point he just dropped off. Maybe a few minutes after that Jake noticed 
how quiet she was and went over to cover her up. I sat down on the Ping~Pong table and 
told him I couldn't play any more. I shouldn't have quit, cause I was beating his ass. I 
was so pissed off when he turned around and he looked pissed off and a little ... worried. I 
wanted to leave so I could ice up my arm, but I was too tired to move. I just laid down on 
the table and closed my eyes. I must've fallen asleep. All I remember next is waking up 
and hearing something scratching and whining. It was like a fork scratching a metal 
door. I couldn't tell where it was coming from or why it was happening. I tried to get up 
to stop it, but my arms had fallen off the table and I couldn't feel them. My body ached 
from the knees up, I felt sort of dizzy. I couldn't move, I couldn't make the noise stop, it 
was like one of those moments you know will keep going on and you can't do a damn 
thing about it. 
So I was laying there, feeling nauseated and pissed off, and I heard someone 
whispering. Whoever it was spoke Spanish. I took four years of Spanish in college and I 
understand it pretty well. I couldn't tell what this guy was saying, though. He was 
slurring and mumbling and using words I've never heard of, and he was doing it in time 
to the scratching. I still couldn't move, but I looked around, and I barely saw Jake in my 
peripheral vision bobbing his head and whispering. That's when I forced myself to get 
up to tell him to stop. Then I saw the light on the CD player and he was bobbing his head 
to the music. I think he was listening to Spanish rap-metal. I was relieved in a way and 
pretty disappointed, too, cause I really came here for adventure and there couldn't have 
been a cooler story than me defending myself while my arms were asleep and flopping 
around. 
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I must've grunted or something. Jake turned around and looked at me. I blinked 
in response. He looked relieved, smiling and nodding his head and turning the music 
down even more. He came over and asked why I was still on the table. I told him I 
couldn't get up. He laughed, and I hated him at that moment. 
"So what's up with the music, Jake? I though you'd be into Patsy Cline, the Man 
in Black." 
"Yeah, you kidding me? There's nothing better than those two. They're my 
heroes. But you gotta take a break sometimes. Too much of a good thing and you 
overdose." He smiled a big, toothy smile. I wondered if I was dreaming. Jake never 
shows much of anything, and I didn't know that he would ever really let himself smile. 
"Is Carrie still here?" 
His face clouded over. "She's over there." He pointed and grimaced. "Still 
asleep, like a baby." He sounded sharp when he said it. He must've realized it. He 
glanced over at me and said, "Don't get me wrong. I wouldn't trade my baby for 
anything in the world. She's my light but too much of a good thing-" He stopped 
himself and shook his head. 
Since Jake was being so open - for Jake - I asked him, "Is there trouble in 
paradise?" 
He watched Carrie and pursed his lips, jutting out his head. The light hit his 
forehead, nose, and chin, and all of a sudden he looked like a perfectly lit Calvin Klein 
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underwear model. "Maybe. I don't know. She's been so needy. It's always Jake, go get 
me this, or Jake, do this NOW. She's a nag, that's what it is, and she wasn't like this 
before. That's why I like her, or part of why I like her. She wasn't like all the other girls. 
She'd do stuff for herself She just wanted me around for me." He looked down, and 
something flickered in his eyes. When he looked at me, he told me, "You don't have to 
cry. It's not your problem." 
My eyes were watering, but from my arms waking up, not his story. I was more 
surprised at this than anything else. Jake was really different at the moment. Still Jake, 
talking slow, pushing out his chest, glowering, I guess the girls say "smoldering." He 
didn't seem so put on, though. He was doing some of his macho things, but for the most 
part, he seemed lighter. He made eye contact, he talked loud enough to hear, he didn't 
take dramatic pauses. He actually complained about Carrie instead of calling her 
something like mistress of the clouds. He seemed almost like he could be his own 
brother, with some of the same traits but normal. Not so interested in coyotes and more 
interested in himself. 
Jake looked at Carrie. She was still sleeping. "Listen, don't tell any of this to 
Carrie, okay? She's been through enough. She doesn't need more stress." 
"Okay. No problem." 
"Good. Yeah. You know, I think I made her mad the other day when I told her 
about Misty. I didn't mean to. Well, I mean, I did but I didn't mean to hurt her." 
"Why'd you want to make her mad?" 
"I was mad when I saw you two together. You seemed really comfortable. She 
was enjoying herself She hasn't been with me, not since the accident. It's been pretty 
strained. Yup." 
I got off the table finally and sat on the ottoman across from him. "It usually is 
after something like this. You wanna keep your loved ones safe, right? Can't let them 
know you're hurting." 
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"Yeah. Carrie's right. You are a good person to talk to. I should just give it 
time." He didn't sound convincing, and he didn't look convinced himself I didn't want 
him to have a revelation or tell me any more about the relationship. I'd heard enough. 
When I though he'd speak, I broke in with, "How come you seem so different right 
now?" 
"Different?" 
"Yeah. You're not being so poetic. And you're acting a lot looser with yourself 
You seem more fun, even if you're talking about deep stuff." 
"Yeah, poetic." Jake laughed loud and looked at Carrie quickly She still seemed 
asleep. "That's me - don't get me wrong - but it's like me embellished." 
"I don't get it." 
"Sure you do. Here's the deal. I get into nature and the West and music. I love 
it, it's what I live for. But it's not all I live for. I know that some of the ladies get into it 
if you quote romantic lyrics and tell them you want to hold their hand and take them out 
for a walk. Don't look so shocked, Brian. It's not that I'm lying about who I am, it's that 
I'm taking it and capitalizing on it." 
32 
I'd thought Jake was fake before, fake and pretentious and just one of those guys 
who talks the right talk and walks the walk, but I also thought he at least meant all of it 
and was just genuinely cheesy. I was shocked he isn't really like that. I was so sorry for 
Carrie that he lied to her, and I really hated him. He'd just annoyed me before. Now I 
had proof that he was taking advantage of a great person and I wanted him to pay. I 
know I looked angry, because Jake said, "Brian. It's not that big a deal. I'm not Breton, 
saying stupid shit to get attention. I really like everything I say I like. I really do play 
music and hike and write poetry. I take advantage of it all to impress girls. You've gotta 
do the same thing. I know you didn't tell women you answered the phone at work. You 
probably told them you were the customer service manager, right? And you put products 
in your hair. Don't tell me you don't. No one has curly hair like that without some help. 
Everyone enhances. I'm just honest about it." 
He was right about the manager line. 
"I'm telling women what they want to hear. They don't want to hear about 
another cowboy or another sad guy fooling around with his bike. But if I tell them I'm a 
cowboy with a Harley and I write my own songs, they'll listen. It's something different, 
it's something exciting for them. They want excitement. And they want to multitask. 
Why just have the cowboy or the Harley guy if you can both? I can give them all of it 
and sing about it in a song. This is just spin, Brian, PR. Carrie wouldn't be with me if I 
weren't a good guy. You know that." 
I hated what Jake was saying. Carrie doesn't need all the pretension to get her 
attention. Then again, it did get her attention, and she was with Jake. As much as I hated 
to admit it, everything he'd said was true. I still think it all comes from a bad place, but 
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he's right. We all say lines to get what we want, and most of them are at least half-truths. 
Besides, whether he was right or not, it wasn't my business. It was his and Carrie's 
relationship, not mine. But it was pretty cool to hear about it. 
Jake got up and put on a CD, something twangy and old. By then my body'd 
loosened up. I could make it up to the hot tub. I was still hung up on the comment about 
Misty, though. As I was getting up, I asked him, "Is that why you were so angry at the 
pool? You didn't want Carrie to have fun with me?" 
"What? No, of course not. I want her to have fun, just as long as she has fun with 
me, too, and not just you." He laughed and came over to the stairs. "That's why I told 
her about Misty. I went on about it upstairs, too, when I gave her her meds. I told her 
Misty looked better without all that makeup and she was pretty friendly and I thought she 
was flirting with me. She probably was, she usually is, but you gotta let females know 
they can't play you. First I'm gonna be all up on Jake, then laughing at Brian? They 
gotta know that the minute you suspect them, that's the minute they gotta be afraid, 
because there's no telling who's gonna grab you away from them. Know what I'm 
saying?" 
I knew exactly what he was saying. I really, really hated him. I was so furious, I 
was shaking. I tried to talk, to tell him what I thought of him, but I couldn't talk when I 
opened my mouth. My voice completely flaked on me. Jake was watching and kept 
laughing. He told me, "Relax, Brian, relax. Don't be so uptight, bro. It's just a game. 
All this-" he put his hands on my shoulders "-it's only a game. You gotta have fun 
with it." He laughed and walked over to Carrie. 
34 
I knew then I had to butt in and tell Carrie about it. There's no way I could keep 
quiet about it. No matter how much I'd rather someone tell me his business than me butt 
into it, 1 like Carrie and respect her too much to have her stay with Jake. 1 ended up not 
having to say anything. When Jake went over to Carrie, she acted like he woke her up. 
He gave her a hug and when she was facing me, she mouthed, "I heard everything." Jake 
turned, grinned, and gave me the thumbs up. 1 grinned too. 
Confession #8 
Carrie's an even bigger surprise than Jake. I knew she was a strong person. She 
did help take care of her mom when her mom had cancer. I didn't know she could be so 
vindictive, though. Since last night, when she heard Jake talking, she's been getting back 
at him by taking over Misty's spot as the Wicked Bitch. 1 don't think Jake's sat five 
minutes straight without being asked or ordered to do something. I'm not sure if Jake 
knows it's connected with that night or not. He had though she was getting whiny before. 
If she carries it much further, he might put two and two together. He'll never show it 
either way, he'll just tell me about it when he thinks his girlfriend's sleeping. 
Jake eventually lost his temper when Carrie asked for her house shoes. Those 
shoes and Misty's hair clip must have fallen into the Bermuda Triangle. When Carrie 
asked for them, Jake's face fell and his shoulders slumped. He looked a little worn out. 
All he said was, "It's no problem. You already have this burden of recovering from the 
accident that cost your vision. You can always ask me for what you need. Let me help 
you." He grimaced through the whole speech and hissed his s's. 
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Carrie sighed again and said, "I guess you're right. You're right, Jake, absolutely. 
1 don't need to be sorry about it. Thanks for reminding me." 
"You're welcome. I'd do anything for you." 
"Really?" 
Jake looked at her intensely. "Why? You know 1 love you. 1 wouldn't be able to 
write songs about you ifI didn't. 1 couldn't let you in my life. You mean so much to me 
that 1 have to have you. 1 would do anything for you." His voice cracked and deepened. 
"If you put it that way, you'll really want to get my house shoes for me." 
1 thought Jake would look angry that his plan didn't work. More than that, he just 
looked like he wanted a break. He hung his head, put his hands on his knees, and heaved 
himself up like an old man. That was a few hours ago, and either he's still looking for 
them or he's off in the hills, signing to the moon to make them reappear. 
Once Jake left, Carrie started half-laughing, half-crying. 1 came over to the 
couch. She told me, "I'm being too hard on him." 
"No. Being hard is breaking his legs. 1 could do that for you, if you want." 
"That's so sweet of you. I just don't think you're that strong." 
That stung. 
"I can't believe 1 let him use me like that. How was 1 so naive? Why couldn't 1 
see through him? Why would he want to treat me like that?" She cried harder and 1 
patted her hand. As bad as 1 felt for her, 1 wondered if she'd need to change her bandage 
when she was done crying and if I'd have to do it for her. I'm not too good with medical 
stuff, and 1 hoped she either wouldn't need help, or Jake would be back by then. 
Breton came in from the gardens and stopped when he saw Carrie crying. He 
looked stunned, then trapped. I told him not to worry about any of it, but he still acted 
confused until he saw the remote. He flipped the channel from Carrie's show to MTV. 
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All ofa sudden Carrie's faced Breton, stopped crying, and told Breton to change 
the channel back. Breton laughed at her and said, "Duh, Carrie. You're blind. You can't 
watch anything." 
Carrie snapped back, "I may not be able to see what's in front of me, but I'll take 
that over not being able to see how stupid I am." 
Breton started giggling. "I know. Sometimes Jake just isn't on top of things." 
"I wasn't talking about Jake. Breton." Then he got it, miracle of miracles. He 
definitely acted like his feelings were hurt. He laughed, but it was pretty much just 
instinct. He heart wasn't in it. He fingered the remote, then tossed it at Carrie and said, 
"You know, Carrie, I thought you were pretty cool. So I don't get you being a playa-
bata." He slunk off with his hands in his pockets, dragging his feet. 
Carrie burst into tears again and sobbed out, "I can't believe I said that to him. 
Breton's a nice guy. Everyone's nice - Breton's nice, you're nice. Why am I the bad 
one around here?" 
I looked at the side table to see if Carrie's meds were there. It looked like Jake 
had recently given her a painkiller, and she looked exhausted anyway. She probably 
couldn't sleep the night before after Jake's confession. She seemed more tired than 
overwrought, so I told her, "You're not the bad one here, not at all. Not while there's a 
Misty, or a Jake. So you snapped at Breton. Everyone's done it.. .. You know, you look a 
little tired now." 
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"I'm exhausted. I'm nearly asleep." She took the Kleenex I gave her. 
"Look, I guarantee you you're not a bad person. Would you care about Breton's 
feelings if you were? I think you're just really tired and on your last nerve. Maybe you 
should get some sleep." 
Her face immediately brightened. "That sounds like a great idea. I think I'm 
gonna do that." 
"You want help upstairs?" 
"No, I'm so tired, I canjust sleep here. Thanks, Brian, for listening to me. I don't 
usually fly off the handle like that." She started to nestle into her covers. 
"No problem. You're under a lot of stress. Anyone would crack, don't be so hard 
on yourself. If you don't need anything, I'm going to go find Breton. I need to ask about 
something. " 
She nodded her head and turned to face the back of the couch. I watched her for a 
bit and went to the pool, where I thought I'd heard him go. I found Breton there, 
lounging on a chair. He saw me walk out and pulled is cap over his eyes. 
"Listen, Breton, about the shower? What happened to the shower hea-" 
"It was like that when I got there." 
"Okay. I'll ask someone to look at it." I stood over him, just waiting for him to 
perk up. He wouldn't look at me, but just held his hat with both hands. 
"Breton. Don't feel too bad about Carrie. She's had a hard day. She doesn't 
think you're stupid. She just-" 
Breton smiled. "Women are like that, bro. That's all I gotta say. Women are like 
that. You'll find that out some day." He pulled his cap off and winked at me. I shook 
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my head in awe of his simplicity and stayed silent. He didn't say anything either, just 
waved me out of the way of the sun. Eventually Breton hesitated to say something and I 
bristled against the idea of having a conversation with him. 
"You know, Brian, I feel like I can talk to you." He gulped. I prayed he'd stop 
there. I'd had enough of people's honesty. "Things are tough, you know?" He didn't 
say anything else. I waited for quite a while, but he seemed determined to let me respond 
before he said anything. I was impressed by his new ability to have a conversation that 
involved someone else's opinions, so I said, "Yeah, they are." 
"You know, it's just hard to live here when ... " Breton started crying. I'm used to 
these outbursts of his by now and I carry a package of Kleenex with me all the time, since 
it seems like Breton breaks down whenever I'm around. I handed him the package. He 
accepted it and sobbed on. 
"Merci beaucoup. That's thank you in French. Look, all I'm saying is it's hard to 
be the man of they house, you know what I'm saying? Of course you don't. You don't 
have that kind of burden." 
There were a lot of things I would have expected Breton to cry about, like Jake's 
singing "Carrie Baby" around the dock or how Carrie had treated him just now. I never 
expected him to be upset over being the man of the house, though because he isn't. 
Breton hasn't done one manly thing since he's been here. He does things like call me 
"bro" and hit my arm, but then he bursts out laughing like my fifteen-year-old niece. Or 
he'll go to the weight room and lift weights for ten or fifteen minutes before he gets 
mesmerized by a hair removal infomercial. He cries all the time, he dresses like he 
stepped out of a Brooks Brothers catalogue, and he wears Scooby Doo Band-Aids when 
he cuts himself shaving. I had no idea how to take this outburst so I stayed quiet again, 
hoping Breton would let it go. 
"It's just. It's just that. It's just that ... you know what I mean?" 
"Mmm." 
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"It's just that Jake has his music. You know that. He can express himself through 
his beautiful, pretty art. And you have your confessionals where you talk to God." 
"What the hell? It's a confession room, B, where I talk to a tape, not God. You 
have to go in there sometimes, right? To tell what you think's going on in the game?" 
"No, man, I'm not Catholic. Look, that's cool with me, man. We've all got to 
worship our own things. Power to the people and all that. But I don't have anything. I 
don't draw, I don't write, I can't paint. I have no way of getting out all these feelings. 
Brian. Man. You have no idea how much I feel." 
I shifted my weight to get comfortable, knowing I'd be there a while. "Actually, 
Breton, I do have some idea of how you feel. You're pretty expressive." 
"How's that?" 
"When you're upset, you're pretty honest about it. It's never seemed to me like 
you've held back there. When you need to cry, you do. That takes guts." 
"I'm not talking about crying, Brian. I'm talking about my art. I'm a very 
creative, emotional person, and I've been holding that part of me back, trying to be strong 
for the ladies while you and Jake go around, talking to God and stuff. But I can't do that 
anymore, man. I need to flourish too, and I just feel trapped in this cage you've left me 
in." Breton pulled a flash out of his pocket and took a long swig. 
"Look, B, calm down. Drinking's not gonna make you feel better. Not in the 
long run, and it's not going to help you be creative, so why don't you put down the 
alcohol, okay?" 
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Breton took another swig and set his flask down. "Okay. I've already finished 
it." He grinned like a little boy. I sighed. The thought of Breton being drunk and trying 
to express himself brought to mind the time he decided he could be a musician like Jake 
and sang Jake's songs all day. 
"Brian, bro, you know I love you like I would a sister. But there are some things 
you just can't understand. You'll never know what it's like to suffer in silence while you 
watch your buddies sing love songs to their ladies and commune with God. You'll never 
know what it's like to not know how to say what you really want the world to know about 
you. I mean, look at you. You're confident, making jokes about Misty and Jake behind 
their backs. I could never do that. I can just barely figure out what I'm thinking. I 
appreciate your concern, Brian, but I don't think you can help me out." 
I really didn't know Breton had any thoughts that deep or that he'd ever say 
anything like that. He was really upset over the whole thing, and the fact that he could 
get so upset rattled me. I'd never seen him look past dinner, and all of a sudden he's 
telling me he can't reach out to people. Misty is now Carrie, Carrie's Misty. It was all 
too much to take. 
Breton wouldn't look at me, and he looked like he'd had enough to drink to make 
him woozy. I told him I was sorry I couldn't understand and left him alone to gaze off 




As it turns out, Breton's an alcoholic. I never would have thought so. I've seen 
him tipsy, but not drunk for days on end. I never saw him hoarding liquor. He's never 
smelled like booze. In fact, the only sign that Breton is an alcoholic is that he said so 
himself ... 
When I sat down for breakfast this morning, I picked up the paper to catch up on 
baseball. No one else was around. The house was quiet for once. Kind of nice not 
hearing anything but the cameras filming me. I guess I got through the sports page when 
I heard someone laughing to himself and shuffling his feet. I didn't think anything of it 
until I saw Breton shuffling in, still wearing last night's clothes. He looked like he was 
up all night. He was almost all the way through a bottle of Smirnoff. I didn't actually 
think about it when I saw it. I must have just been absorbed in reading or something, but 
it didn't occur to me that Breton had drunk all the way through the night till ten in the 
morning. He shuffled out of the kitchen and seemed to just aimlessly wander around the 
living room. I remember hearing a door open and shut, but still didn't think about it until 
the door opened again. Jake screamed for me to come over there. I would have ignored 
him but then I heard someone coughing up water. I just hit me that if Breton had been 
sitting around drinking all night, he could drown in the pool or the hot tub or wherever. I 
dropped the paper and ran. 
Jake was standing by the door, soaked. His hair was plastered to his forehead, his 
jacket was giving off a worn smell. He looked at me and bellowed, "What the hell were 
you thinking, letting Breton swim? He can't even walk straight and you let him go 
swimming? Do you want to kill him?" 
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Breton coughed and he had all this water coming out his mouth. 1 noticed he was 
still holding the Smimoff and it seemed as full as it had been. I wondered about that for a 
split second, then shot back, "What are you thinking, leaving him on the floor? Get him 
on the couch, Jake. Come on, use your head." 
Jake's eyes flashed at me, but he bent down to help Breton up/ Breton waved him 
offand coughed some more. He'd already had a river come out his mouth, so 1 couldn't 
imagine how he could be leaking more water until 1 realized he was crying. 1 thOUght 
about every bad thing I'd thought about him and felt horrible. 1 walked over to where he 
was laying down and asked if he wanted to get up. He shook his head and then laid at the 
perfect angle for the sun to bounce off a teardrop. It was almost magnificent. 
"Well, you don't need any more of this, " Jake said, trying to take the bottle from 
Breton. He seemed to be having trouble. He couldn't get more than a couple fingers 
pried off. The more he struggled, the more determined Breton looked. Jake eventually 
gave up and looked disgusted with himself. 1 didn't know what to do at that point. Jake 
seemed unsure of himself, too. 1 thought I'd slink off to the kitchen again but Jake laid 
into me. 
"Breton was walking around with vodka at ten in the morning and you never 
thought about it? Did you even notice?" 
"I was focused on the sports page. Listen, I'm sorry this happened. If I'd been 
paying attention, 1 would have said something, but I'm not always focused on what 
everyone else is doing. And Breton. Buddy, what were you thinking? What are doing 
drinking for twelve hours? 1 know Carrie hurt your feelings, but you don't have to 
handle it like this." 
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Breton let his head fall so he could face me. "That's the thing. Brian. You see, I 
don't just drink when I'm down. I drink when I'm happy, I drink when I'm not feeling 
anything." He sighed. "I'm .. .I'm an alcoholic." 
"But you drink two beers and get sleepy." 
"And what do I do after that?" 
"You come to my room and pass out." 
Breton started to get testy, but Jake cut him off. "My God, my God. You're just 
like my best friend Joe. He was like the guy in Leaving Las Vegas, if he had to go 
anywhere he'd just pack vodka in his suitcase. It was really pitiful. Eventually he lost 
his house and his girlfriend. He lives at the shelter now, when there's room." He trailed 
off. Breton gasped hard and his whole body shuddered with sobs. He started coughing, 
he cried so hard. Jake looked shocked, then recovered and said, "But that's not you, 
Breton. You have money. You can go to rehab or something. You don't have to be 
homeless and alone." 
I rolled my eyes and patted Breton on the back. He ended up holding me hard for 
an awkwardly long time. It didn't take long before Jake winked at me and left. I'd like 
to say I was disappointed at how Jake treated Breton, but I can't say that because I'm not 
surprised he did it. I was pretty angry with him, though. It's just mean to make an 
alcoholic cry like that, if Breton really is an alcoholic. I refuse to believe it. Breton was 
way too laid back to have a secret heartache or anything else he was nursing. No, 
something still seems wrong about the whole thing. I'm not sure what, but I keep 
thinking about how much water Breton spit up. It's like he was housing the ocean. And 
Jake bought into the whole thing too quickly. Instead oftalking about the moon or 
44 
something, he really latched onto the whole alcoholism thing. I don't know. Something 
about the whole picture still doesn't fit. It all seems too phony. 
Confession #10 
I just had lunch with Jake. I guess he's not really as bad as I thought he was. 
He's just so flaky that he doesn't think about how his actions affect others. Whatever, I 
don't care what makes him so selfish. I just know that by the end of the conversation, all 
I could do was grab some honey-roasted peanuts and a bag of Skittles and come in here 
to do some damage. 
I had already spent most of the morning outside, sitting at the table by the pool. I 
had been pretty hungry until I looked at the water and really thought about what could 
have happened to Breton. After that, I was too sick at the stomach to eat. I watched the 
water for a moment, and I guess I zoned out, because all I remember next is the sky 
looking a little darker and Jake putting his feet on the table. 
I jumped, just because I wasn't expecting someone to be there. Jake mumbled 
sorry and leaned back in his seat, closing his eyes. I sat a little longer and got up to go to 
the confession room when he asked me, "Breton says you pray a lot in the confessional. 
That true?" 
I sighed. "No. I go to the confession room and talk about what's going on, but I 
don't go to any confessional. We don't even have a confessional." I was wondering why 
Jake and Breton had been talking about me, but I didn't know if! really wanted an 
answer. I was going to keep walking, but Jake said, "Yeah, know what you mean. A 
man just has to get certain things offhis soul. That's why I come out here so much. Get 
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away from the house, the drama. Out here, there's so much space. There's no need for 
words." 
"Unh." 
"You know what, Brian? I think we might be a lot alike. Both of us trying to fmd 
our own silence. Me with my coyote friends, the mistress moon, the goddess Carrie. 
You with your pitch-black confessional room and all the time you spend eating. You 
might wanna cut back. A man gets too heavy in the middle, wel~ he gets too weighted 
down on earth." 
1 had no idea what he was talking about, and 1 didn't know how to take the weight 
comment. 1 do spend a lot of time in the kitchen, but it's a good place to hide from 
Carrie. She doesn't like going into a room with so many carbs. But Jake really didn't 
seem to mean anything by the comment. He looked like he'd just been commenting on 
the weather or something else that was all the same to him. 1 was still heading to the 
kitchen when Jake asked, "What do you think of Misty?" This time 1 noticed tension in 
his voice, like he wasn't sure whether he wanted an answer. 
1 wasn't sure what to say. 1 still can't say 1 trust Misty. I'm not sure that 1 like 
her, either, but she's a lot easier to get along with. Even more than that, Jake hadn't been 
getting tired of Carrie. 1 cold tell it in his voice when he talked to her. He use to sound 
like he was excited just to be around her, but now he sounds like he's just tired or 
stressed. 
"I don't know what to think: about Misty. She seems pretty nice now. 1 don't 
know." 
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Jake grinned. "Yeah, she does, right? You don't have to avoid her any more. 
She actually has conversations and stuff. It's pretty great." 
I sat down again. Ifwe've all learned something from this experience, it's to 
appreciate good gossip, and I could tell this was going to be great. "Yeah, yeah. She 
hasn't really, you know, opened up to me or anything, but she's always nice to me. Says 
hi to me and stuff. Doesn't tell me to get out of the way." 
"She hasn't opened up with you?" Jake's eyes glinted, but he didn't say anything 
else. I shook my head. 
"I guess she doesn't want me to know that much about her. Fine with me." I had 
him. He grinned again, and this time he looked cocky. 
"Adrienne - Misty - tells me a lot about herself." 
"Her name is Adrienne?" 
"Her middle name. She'd like to go by it, but she's afraid of what people would 
thiIik. She's afraid she's not sophisticated enough." 
"You know, it's hard to believe Misty's afraid of other people's opinions." 
"Well, you have to get to know her like I have." He was still grinning. I was 
trying to imagine what brought the two of them together. Even such a drastic change in 
personality wouldn't make most people flock to Misty. Ifanything, most people would 
wonder what ace she had up her sleeve. 
Jake sat quiet for a while, and I wondered about Carrie. Sure she's hard to bear 
now, but she still isn't completely comfortable with her cane. She has a rough time with 
steps and opening doors. I can't see Jake abandoning his life-long love, but I also can't 
see Jake, Carrie, and Misty working out. 
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"Jake. You'll still take care of Carrie?" 
Jake jumped back to attention. "Well, yeah, of course. I'm crazy about my lady. 
Nothing I wouldn't do for her. She owns my heart. But I need to talk to somebody who 
gets my insights and Misty ... she gets it." 
Jake grinned again. I left the table then, and Jake didn't notice. He was still 
smiling and shaking his head a little. 
After I put the dishes in the washer, thinking about how everyone was simply 
going to act weird from now on, Breton careened down the stairs, shouting about self-
tanner and holding a flask. For the past five days, every time I've seen him he's had 
alcohol in his hand. He never drinks it. He never smells like liquor, his clothes are 
always neat and clean, he seems alert. For a man supposedly on a bender, he puts most 
sober men to shame. 
Breton was coming downstairs, shouting to himself about self-tanner not working. 
He saw me, nodded, kept shouting and went out the front door. He hasn't been allowed 
out the back since the incident. On his way out, he stopped at the mirror by the front 
door and gave himself a look. He put his flask down, smiled at his reflection, and left 
without the flask. I decided to hide it, just like Jake, Misty and I hide all the alcohol we 
find. When I picked it up, I didn't smell anything. I took a sip. It was iced tea. There 
was no alcohol in it. I wasn't really surprised about that and I'm even less surprised now. 
I wouldn't have guessed there would be iced tea in the flask, but I'd already guessed 
Breton hadn't been drinking the whole time. Even if Breton gives off the appearance of 
being a frat boy, he's much more interested in popping open a Snapple and reading 
Peanuts than in anything resembling a hard life. I just don't think Carrie's attitude would 
lead him to falling off the wagon or developing a drinking habit. Five days of heavy 
drinking should kill him. I don't know what's going on, but it's suddenly making less 
sense that everyone completely changes all at once. Maybe I'm paranoid, but I get the 
sense that the joke's on me. 
Confession #11 
I haven't seen Breton in three days, and for a while, I wondered where he was. 
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On the one hand, it was nice that I didn't have to explain stuff to him all the time. On the 
other hand, I started getting bored on the first day. I kept asking where Breton was and 
no one seemed to know. So just now, Breton comes to the confession room looking more 
tan. He pretty much glows now. He might be radioactive. And his teeth are whiter and 
his bair's different. I can't tell what it is, but there's definitely something different about 
it. 
So he came bounding into the confession room with this huge smile like he'd just 
won the lottery. And then he tells me that he got back from rehab. I really didn't believe 
him at first. I just could believe him. I know he's not really a drinker, and I never 
expected he'd left the show. I didn't even know you could do that. I thought you'd be 
disqualified. Seems like he did it, though, but I didn't know. I still don't buy into it. He 
called rehab "really cool" and "kind of like camp." That just doesn't sound right. 
So Breton was telling me all about the fun he had battling addiction, and then he 
sat down and just looked at me. He was definitely trying to be serious, but he wouldn't 
say anything. He just stared. Eventually, I went back to my comic books. When I heard 
Breton crunching, I looked up. He was going through my Doritos, and the stash is 
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running low. Can't share. I snatched them away. He licked his fingers and said, "Brian. 
Good thing you're here instead of outside. There's, urn, something I want to tell you." 
He reached for a Snapple and struggled with the lid for a while. "You know, urn, we're 
winding up things here and, um ... yeah. You know Misty's never gonna hurt you?" 
"What do you mean? She's psycho." 
"Well, yeah, totally. But, urn, she's ... she doesn't really care about you." 
"What are you saying?" 
"I just think you don't have anything to worry about with Misty. That's all. In 
rehab, one of the things I learned there is how to construct identity. And I was 
constructing identity the whole way back and I constructed Misty's identity and it's really 
not that scary after all." 
I smiled, and I don't know if it was more because Breton's sweet or more because 
he's slow. "Yeah, but you always hide from her. Remember? There's gotta be 
something about her that int~dates. Here, gimme that." 
Breton passed over the Snapple and smiled a tiny smile. I peeled off the safety 
label and opened it. His eyes lit up like his teeth. "Yeah, that's it. Anyway, yeah, Misty 
intimidates me. But she's never really gone for me. She's hit me and stuff, but it's pretty 
much been like her pushing me out of the way really hard. It's not so much her just 
going for me, like maybe Carrie and Jake." 
"Like definitely Carrie and Jake." 
"Yeah. See, that's what I mean. She has it in for them." 
"So you heard about it." 
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"Yeah. That's why I'm in here. And you too." He finished his Snapple and 
looked around. "Dude, it's like a bunker in here. Ifwe were troops, we'd have supplies 
for seven years." He reached for some M&Ms. 
''Not if you keep eating them, we won't." 
He kept munching. "Anyway, all I'm saying is that neither one of us has to be 
afraid of Misty. I mean, you were there for the fight, at the fight, and she didn't touch 
you. She didn't even see you, right? And she makes fun of you, but that's just mean. I 
wouldn't worry about her in were you." He looked down. 
I wasn't sure why he was telling me all that, and I'm still not sure. My best guess 
is that he learned something about himself in rehab or Club Med or wherever he got that 
tan and that was how he was telling me about it. He can't really be unafraid of Misty. 
He was more afraid of her than any of us before he became alcoholic, and I'm sure he has 
to be more afraid now. He should be. But I don't think it had much to do with Misty, 
even. 
And I really don't think he went to rehab. Before he left the room, I asked him 
how rehab could have cured him in three days. He said, "Where there's a will, there's a 
way," and when he turned around, I saw this new thing on his arm where his skin was 
lighter and it looked like he'd stuck a playboy bunny sticker there and tanned around it. 




It all began with the banana clip. I don't know how Carrie got it, or if she knew 
she had it, but if she hadn't had anything to do with it, I would be much happier. 
Probably wouldn't hang out in here eating, so I'd be healthier. I'd definitely feel a lot 
safer. 
The day seemed like it was going well. None of us knew where Breton was, but 
the other four of us played Trivial Pursuit. Carrie and Misty seemed to be getting along 
great until Carrie bent down to get the remote off the floor and Misty must have seen her 
wearing her hair clip. 
So all along Misty's been nice, right? After her conversion or exorcism or 
whatever happened. But when she looked at Carrie, something changed in her eyes. I 
can't really explain what happened because I'm not sure. Misty began touching her 
fingers together, and that made me kind of nervous. At the time, I didn't even realize she 
saw Carrie wearing her hairclip or even that Carrie was wearing it. If I hadn't seen 
Misty's hands, I wouldn't have thought anything was up. 
So the moment passed, and I still wasn't sure what had bothered Misty, but I 
wasn't going to ask. I mean, I wanted to know out of curiosity, but asking really could 
have been a death wish, so I stayed quiet. We played the game some more. And then I 
swear to God, the whole thing couldn't have fallen apart any better if it had been planned. 
The girls landed on the culture square and were going for the win, and the question was, 
"What bodily form of protection covers Cousin Itt in The Addams Family?" Misty 
blurted out, "His hair, just like mine covers me now without my banana clip." 
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There was complete silence. I still wasn't sure what was wrong, but I had a 
horrible feeling that I'd find out soon. No one else seemed sure of why she brought it up, 
either. We were all frozen, waiting for the next step. 
"Misty, haven't you found your banana clip yet? That's such a shame. You know 
what, I'm betting Breton used it as a chip clip. You should go into his room and see if he 
used it as a chip clip." Carrie shook her head, I guess at Breton, and continued, "We got 
the piece, guys. Misty, we go again." 
"I did find it, Carrie. It's in your hair." 
There was even worse silence, then, like when you find out the mean joke you 
just told was actually true. Then I heard this clicking. It was Misty flicking her fingers 
and her nails clacking together. Her nostrils flared, she tossed her hair, she stood up and 
put her hands on her hips, and all of a sudden, Old Misty was back. I thought I was going 
to cry. Jake stifled a yelp, and Misty smirked. 
"Where'd you get that banana clip, Carrie?" 
"L urn, I don't know. I just reached for whatever was on the dresser. Look, I'll 
give it back to you." She reached up for it. Misty held up her hand. 
"No. Thank you. I don't think I want it now. It probably smells like your cheap 
conditioner now, and do you know how that would mix with my products? Do you know 
how? It wouldn't, Carrie, it wouldn't. My head would smell like a swamp, and Jake 
would probably pass out when he runs his hands through my hair." She looked 
triumphant, but only for a second, and then she must have realized what she said, because 
she stopped smirking and stepped back. 
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Carrie must have noticed what she said too, because she screamed, "Oh, so Jake 
runs his hands though your hair? And since when has he been doing that? Have you 
been doing that, Jake? Have you been lying on me and cheating on me with her? 
Answer me." 
The girls glared at each other, then turned toward Jake. When Misty saw him 
creeping toward the door, she yelled at him. "And you better be careful what you say, 
too, or I'm not going to let you feed me anymore or give me foot rubs anymore, and do 
you know what that's going to do to your self-esteem? It's going to make it...bad. Just 
like you!" Misty hurled a cushion at his head. It hit hard enough to muss up his hair. 
His hand shot up to his head and he froze in his tracks. 
Carrie began to laugh, but must have remembered to play the beleaguered 
girlfriend, because she yelled, "What the hell are you doing with my boyfriend? Don't 
think I can't fight you just cause I'm blind. I may not be able to see, but I can smell your 
zoo head a million miles away, and I'll tear every hair out of your head if you touch my 
boyfriend." She looked around menacingly and kind of threw her words up and out in 
the direction of the chandelier. 
"Forget about his hair. It's shellacked on for life." To prove it, Misty tried to tug 
it, but too much stuffwas in it and she couldn't put her fingers through it. Jake tried to 
feel if she messed it up. Misty swatted his hand away from his head. 
"What right do you think you have to go slinking around, getting my boyfriend to 
cheat on me? Is that what this whole nice act was around? So you could get him out 
from under me? Get me crippled and then act like a nice, uncrippled Misty? You're a 
lying-" 
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"Lying? You're the one wearing my banana clip that I've been missing for a 
month! Did it ever occur to you that if I'd had that banana clip all along, I might have 
been so happy with my own looks that I wouldn't have worried about Jakes'? Jesus, you 
are so selfish, Carrie. Always thinking about your blindness, your boyfriend, your self 
Did you ever think that banana clip reminded me of my beautiful nana and kept me from 
being homesick?" Misty kept punctuating her points by poking Carrie in the chest. She 
hooked her foot around Jake's calf to keep him in place. 
I tried to leave then, but Jake held my hand so hard that I couldn't move it. I 
think I might have whined then. Jake didn't seem so comfortable himself, either. Forthe 
first time maybe ever, he was completely bug-eyed and kind of sweaty. 
Carrie kept trying to get up, but Misty kept poking her in the chest. Carrie 
screamed, "And you were supposed to be my best friend! How could you do this to me? 
How could you treat me this way?" 
"Carrie, Carrie, Carrie. It's always about Carrie, Carrie, Carrie when really it's 
about me and my banana clip! Life is hard for me, Carrie, not you!" She reached for the 
banana clip and yanked it out of Carrie's hair. Carrie immediately reached for Misty's 
hair and yanked hard enough for a whole wad of hair to fall to the floor with a thud. I 
would have thought that would hurt, except as I watched the hair fall, I noticed there was 
something wrong with it. It just didn't look natural. The part that came out of Misty' s 
head looked flat. Then more pieces of hair dropped to the floor, and I realized that 
Misty's hair was fake. As her hair fell out, I realized that most of it was hair extensions, 
and the rest was fairly short, frizzy, and something Misty would have hated. 
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It wasn't funny at all. I can't think of anything funny or interesting about hair 
extensions or frizzy hair, but just the sight of Misty' s hair falling off her head struck me 
as being funny, and before I knew it, I was bawling with laughter. I couldn't help it. 
Misty reached up to her head and felt gaps in it. She shrieked and turned around 
to see me laughing. I thought that was going to be the end of me. Then something weird 
happened. Instead of lunging at my throat or calling me a stupid insult, she smirked 
really quick. Not a mean smirk either, but like she was laughing with me. Then she 
turned back toward Carrie and jabbed her in the ribs. 
"Do you realize what you've just done? You've just ruined me, that's what. My 
delicate, professionally styled hair couldn't handle your barbarian calluses on your hands. 
It literally melted when you touched it. My hair is melting now because of you. I hope 
you feel terrible about that." 
"Are you really worried about your hair, or are you worried that lake won't love 
you without it? Because let's be honest here. I don't think Jake loves you for your 
personality." The girls stopped hitting each other than and slowly faced where lake was 
sitting. It was like something triggered in their heads that he was the real source of 
trouble there. His eyes widened even more and he gulped hard. Misty reached for 
Carrie's hand and helped her up, pointing her toward Jake. Then the two of them began 
pummeling him. lake gripped my hand tighter. I only got free when I managed to paper 
cut him with the TV guide. Then I ran and stayed away a good three hours. 
When I went back to see what happened, the living room was a disaster area. It 
looked like someone ransacked it. The pillows and the couch were tom apart, the Trivial 
Pursuit board was in bits everywhere, and I thought there were traces of blood on the 




I have lost it with everyone. I have no idea ifI've won the million dollars or even 
if I have the chance to. I'm tired of beefy guys with cameras following me and laughing 
at me when I trip over all their cables. We only have half a day left. That's probably for 
the best so we all make it out of here. 
Today is the first time after the big blowup that I've left the top floor. I've been 
up here for a day and a half, lounging around, keeping myself alive, but what Breton said 
slowly worked on me. We really do have almost no time left. I don't have to spend it 
hiding. What are the chances that anything will happen? But more importantly, I wanted 
to take advantage of stuff like the pool while I still could. 
So I went downstairs to take a swim and literally ran into Carrie. She was 
standing at the bottom of the banister, gripping it and looking lost. I was instantly pretty 
worried about her by herself. There was not telling what kind of ambush assault Misty 
might plan for her. I asked her what she was doing there. 
"Waiting for Jake. He just ran upstairs to get some shoes." 
"You mean he's taking care of you after what happened?" 
She smiled a sort of guilty, bashful smile. "Well, yeah. It's just. .. we love each 
other, you know? We're in love. And I couldn't imagine ever leaving him. I mean, what 
would I do without him? I need him to guide me, to guide my life. I'd be crazy to ever 
think of leaving him." 
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I couldn't believe it. "Yeah ... but what's he doing with you, after you assaulted 
him?" 
"It's like he says, Brian. We live and let live. Animals don't attack each other to 
be mean. They do it to eat or protect, and I was just protecting what was mine. He'd 
never hold it against me. He knows me too well. He knows." She shook her head and 
pressed her lips into a line. 
"Yeah, but - okay, you enjoy ... that." I was going to question Carrie's judgment, 
but as soon as I started talking, I got really angry. It wasn't the fact that they had this 
inane faith in each other. It was more that it didn't make sense. There have been so 
many things that haven't added up here: Misty swapping personalities with Carrie just so 
they could go back to normal, Breton's supposed addiction and rehab, everything about 
Jake. By themselves, I guess they weren't too big a deal. Weird things happen. But the 
fact that they all happened at the same time just to go back to normal, and everyone 
overlooked big things like Breton never really being drunk, or even buying into it - it 
didn't make sense. When I thought about everything, I felt kind of uneasy at how 
nothing quite made sense. My whole time here has had some weird sense of unreality, 
when I wake up from a dream that could almost happen in my life, except for something 
like Halle Berry stands in for my mom. It could all have been real except for one crucial 
detail, but I couldn't tell what that detail was. 
So I heard Jake clomping down the stairs and I knew I wouldn't be able to take 
him. I left for the pool. 
I didn't actually enjoy the pool because I spent most of my time there thinking. I 
think r d tried to shut everything out for so long, and things were happening so quickly 
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that I didn't have a lot of time to process them. The more I thought about it, though, the 
more the whole time here seemed ridiculous. What kind of reality show was this? I 
knew it was brand-new, I knew that our fates were in other people's hands, and that was 
it. But what kind of crappy reality show only has five people on it? What kind of show 
really isn't about anything? You know, most of the time none of us had done much, and 
what we do is annoying, like play guitar for five hours. We haven't become a group of 
friends or enemies, Breton and I spend our time eating and hiding. And I know Breton 
absolutely did not go to rehab. There is no way he kicked an addiction and came back 
looking that healthy. 
A while later, Breton came out. He said hi and went straight for the wet bar. 
That's when I realized no one had thought to remove the wet bar we have in every area of 
the house. And why was there a wet bar in every room when we have an alcoholic here? 
I jumped off my blow-up chair and swam over to Breton to make sure he didn't pour any 
alcohol, but for a recovering alcoholic he has amazing self-control. He seemed to 
overlook the vodka, gin, and whiskey to go straight for the lemon water and walk away. 
He came over to the pool and sat by the edge, dangling his legs in the water. 
"Yo, B! I'm gonnajoin you." 
Without thinking, I blurted out, "Breton, did you really go to rehab or did you go 
to Club Med?" 
I regretted it even while I was saying it. Breton's face fell hard. He put down his 
glass and his eyes teared up. I was so ashamed of myself for making him cry until I 
remembered he's constantly in a state of tears. 
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"You know. Brian. I thought you and me were friends. I though you understood 
me a little better than everyone else here. 1 thought you cared. Why would you go and 
say something like that?" 
I didn't have an answer. 
"I went through an intense, like, time of self-absorption there. 1 really learned 
things at rehab, you know? And to come back from all that and have my ... best 
friend ... cut me down? Harsh, man. Harsh." Breton put his head in his hands and 
sobbed. His whole body shook, his breath was raggedy. I felt horrible about the way he 
felt, but I got a sudden urge 1 couldn't refuse. 1 got out of the pool and took Breton's 
water. I took another glass and filled it with vodka and set it where his glass had been. 
Breton seemed unaware of the whole thing. 
"Breton? Hey. You know what? You are going to feel a lot better if you take a 
sip of water. I know I always feel parched when I have a good cry." 
Breton looked up and nodded. He didn't seem any happier, but he took some sips 
before he sputtered. His lips screwed up, and his eyes watered. 
"What the hell is this? Where is my water?" 
"Hmn?" 
"You replaced my water with vodka. What are you doing? You know I can't 
drink this." 
"Oh, wow, 1 poured some for me and 1 guess 1 got the glasses confused when 1 
refilled your water." 
"Fine. You keep this. And don't try to poison me like that anymore. 1 could go 
off the deep end any time." 
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"You mean fall off the wagon?" 
"I'm upset, Brian. Don't correct my grammar." Breton stormed inside and 
slammed the door shut. I wasn't upset, though, because the incident proved something. 
Breton gagged on that vodka. Ifhe were really an alcoholic, he probably wouldn't have 
realized he was drinking alcohol, it would've been such second nature. But Breton didn't 
seem to like anything about it. He wasn't staying away for his health - he just didn't like 
it. I was so satisfied when this happened, and I'm not even sure what it proved. 
I put the glasses back on the wet bar and went inside. Carrie and Breton weren't 
there, but Misty was reclining on the couch, blowing on her nails. I froze momentarily, 
hoping I could slip back outside before she saw me. No such luck. 
"Brian. Do me a favor? Hand me Iced Princess. My nails need another layer." 
I couldn't move. 
"Brian. Come here, boy, come here .. Iced Princess is over here!" She pointed at 
some polish. 
I moved toward the polish just to stay in her good graces. I couldn't look at her. I 
handed the polish to her gingerly and slowly moved away. After her smirking at me, I 
knew Breton was right. She wouldn't hurt me. Still, I'm wary of her because even 
though she may not directly attack me, if I make her mad, she'll take it out on someone 
else and we'll probably all feel the effects of it. 
"Brian? You don't have to avoid me. My nails are dry. You can't smudge 
them." She glanced at them admiringly. 
"Oh. Okay. Wel~ bye." 
"Brian? Are you sad about leaving?" 
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"God, no. I can't wait to get out of here and leave the singing and the murderers 
behind." As soon as 1 said that, I felt like I'd led myself into a steel trap. 
For a split second, Misty didn't react. Then she suddenly sat upright and glared at 
me. The two of us held our gazes for a long time. As much as I didn't want to look at 
her, 1 just wanted to run, 1 really couldn't pull myself away. Finally she spoke up. 
"Brian. Everyone else is over that messy business of the car accident. Nobody 
thinks I was involved. So why do you?" She glared at me until I felt compelled to 
answer. 1 opened my mouth. 
"Just remember, Brian. There is a wrong answer." 
A shiver went down my spine. "I never said you were a murderer. I never said 
anyone was a murderer. Besides, in though you were the murderer, why would I say it 
to you?" 
She sniffed and sat back a little. "Good point. And good answer." She sat back 
some more and opened up Iced Princess. 1 continued to make my way out. 1 gradually 
relaxed more and more as 1 backed away until 1 almost forgot she was there. And then 
she opened fire. 
"So, how are you and Breton going to keep up a long-distance relationship?" 
"We're not. Wait, what?" 
"I've just heard that long-distance relationships are very hard to keep up. 1 just 
don't know how you're going to keep the magic alive when you're not together 
anymore." I could feel her smirk. 
I tried not to let the comment bother me as 1 felt rage creep up my spine. "We're 
not a couple and you know that. Breton and 1 are just friends." 
"Sure. That's what they all say. Like me and Jake. We're 'just friends' now." 
I wheeled around. "You mean you two are still together?" 
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"As together as we've ever been. But, shh. It's a secret." She smirked big time. 
I couldn't believe it, hut I also wasn't too surprised. By this point, if it didn't make sense 
to me, it was bound to happen. 
"Hey, Brian? Good luck with you and Breton. I mean, your names go so cute 
together. I don't know why the two of you shouldn't be cute together, too." 
You know why this made me so angry? Because she's right. Our names are cute 
together. That still doesn't explain why I took my key chain and lobbed it at her skull. 
As soon as I did it, I wondered why I had to throw something at Misty, and why it had to 
be my keys when I was right outside my door. 
Misty raced up the stairs in no time and threw Iced Princess at my head. It 
bounced off painfully. "Who are you to throw things at me, Brian? Who are you to 
throw things at a woman? Are you a domestic abuser? I think you are and I think you're 
domestic abusing me!" 
"Yeah? What are you gonna do about it?" I leaned over her. If she really wasn't 
going to hurt me, too much, I wasn't backing down. I don't think I could have. Now that 
I'd thrown something at her, I'd let go of that fear. 
Misty kept screaming but didn't do anything else. She didn't even step close to 
me. I poked her arm lightly and she flinched. I stepped toward her and her eyes 
widened. 
"Brian? Please don't come any closer. I don't want to have to hurt you." 
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I stepped closer again. I had no intention of hurting her but I was interested to see 
what she'd do. She stepped back again. 
"Brian? Remember, you're the sweet one after Breton." Her voice sounded 
shaky. She didn't seem ready to fight at all, but to cry. I tried to ham it up to see what 
would happen. I bared my teeth at her. "So I'm a domestic abuser. What are you going 
to do about it?" I reached for her, and she screamed. 
Breton burst out of his bedroom and scanned the situation. "Uh, Brian. 
Wha ' . ?" t s ... gOIng on. 
"Nothing. Nothing, just defending myself against the beast. I guess you're right. 
She won't hurt me." 
Breton and Misty just stared at me. "Yeah. That's what I said. I was right." 
"Yeah. Guess you were." The awkwardness continued. I felt like Breton and 
Misty were against me. They were standing together in front of me, and Breton even had 
his hand on Misty's shoulder. Suddenly Breton dropped the pose. "Yeah. So good thing 
nothing happened here, right? Wouldn't want the two of you in a tussle." 
"Yeah. No hard feelings, Brian, right?" Misty actually held out her hand for me 
to shake. I shook my head instead. Breton was giving me a warning look that I couldn't 
interpret, but I knew it was telling me the answer to his question. 
"Yeah. No hard feelings. I wasn't really mad, you know, just ... testing the 
waters." I stepped closer to them. Misty didn't look scared this time, just alert, like 
she'd caught on to a clue. Breton looked at me hard. 
"Yeah. Okay. Well, glad it's all cleared up now. I'll come by later, B. You 
gonna be confessing?" . 
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"Sure. I'm headed there now." 
"Okay, bro." Misty and Breton shot each other looks as they walked away. I still 
wasn't sure what was up, and I stood there thinking about it, trying to come up with 
something. When I couldn't figure out what was going on, I clomped downstairs in a 
huff and got the keys, then went back upstairs and came in here. Forget enjoying things 
before I go. I just want to go. 
Final Confession 
So it's a few days later and I still can't believe I won. I can't believe anything 
else that happened, either. 
It was right before we were all leaving that Trent came for the last time. We were 
all ready to go home. Misty was sitting on her luggage, Jake and Carrie were holding 
hands, Breton and I were eyeing the door. And Trent just stood there for a while, looking 
at each of us. Finally he said, "Congratulations. You have all done a wonderful job on 
this show, better than ever expected or imagined. You've each made unique 
contributions, and without them, the show would never have been so successful. I know 
you're anxious to get out of here, but before you leave, we have one last piece of business 
to finish. The cash." 
Everyone looked meaningfully at each other. 
"Now before taping this show, each of you was aware that you'd be competing 
for one million dollars. What you didn't know was who was judging. As it turns out, it 
doesn't matter, because before we even started the show, the producers had already 
picked a winner." 
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My heart started pounding. I was hoping beyond hope that it would be me, but I 
never thought it actually might be. When I dared to look around though, everyone, 
including Misty, was smiling at me. I had no idea what was going on, but I had a 
sneaking suspicion I might have won the money, and that just made my heart beat faster. 
Then, when Trent turned to look at me, I thought I was going to pass out. 
"Brian. The producers have picked you to win the million dollars." 
I honestly could not breath. I don't remember blinking, being able to move or 
feel. I just remember this wind noise in my head and not being able to stop smiling like 
an idiot. I knew I probably had won the money, but I didn't believe it yet. 
"And that's where the twist comes in." 
I was still smiling, but my heart wasn't in it anymore. 
"Now Brian, you will still receive the million dollars, so don't worry. What you 
may not know - the other contestants do - is that they will each receive money as well." 
All the others smiled and cheered. I still sat frozen like an idiot, smiling, because 
I could tell Trent wasn't finished. Once everyone calmed down, he smiled wide. "Now 
that's not really the twist. In fact, that has nothing to do with Brian. But this next part 
does. You see, Brian, the other contestants are not receiving the money because they 
have played a good game or been good competitors. They are receiving the money as 
part of a contract. Actually - I think rlliet Carrie, Breton, Jake, and Misty explain to 
you." Trent stepped back and grinned some more. 
My heart was pounding so hard that it was giving me a headache. I could feel my 
body gearing up to throw up. I had no idea what I was so nervous about. I got the 
money. The show was over. But there's something about being the only one not 
included in the joke. Or the soap opera. 
lake came up to me first and held out his hand. "Hi, Brian. My name's Chris 
Fuller." Chris smiled. 
Misty stood up and said, "Hi, Brian, it's nice to meet you. I'm Laveda." 
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She took my hand, but I couldn't actually shake it. I was completely at a loss for 
words or control at the moment. At that point, I guessed what was going on, but I still 
didn't believe it. 
"Wow, I'm so glad we're done with filming today. You really gave us a scare 
yesterday. We thought you'd either figured out what's going on or you were really gonna 
attack me!" Laveda smiled a huge smile, something Misty probably wasn't capable of. I 
still couldn't believe what was going on. 
"And Brian? You'll be glad to hear it. I'm not really blind. But I will be if! 
have to keep wearing these things." Carrie stripped off her bandages. Her eyes weren't 
cloudy or damaged in any way. "Brian, I'm Shannon. I hope this isn't too much ofa 
surprise for you." 
I kept smiling. Everyone laughed. 
"Hello, Brian. Congratulations on your money. You've earned it." Breton was 
looking at me now and speaking with a British accent. "I'm Charlie Winterson. I can 
imagine this is all a great shock to you." So not only is "Breton" not an idiot after all, 
he's English. 
Everyone was silent for a little bit. I could tell they were expecting me to say 
something or show that I was okay. I really didn't know if I was, but I managed to get 
out, "So. This has all been a joke." 
''Not quite, Brian. This has been a soap opera." 
"A what?" 
"It's going to be a reality soap opera The first. Are you sure you want to hear 
about it?" Trent looked concerned. 
''No. Yes. 1 guess 1 should." 
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"Okay. Well, the premise is that the actors have a general script to perform and 
you're a part ofit, only you don't know." 
"Oh." 
"And you've done great, just great. Hey, ifthe show does well, you'll even get a 
bonus." 
"I feel stupid." 
"Trust me, you're not stupid." Charlie grinned. "We've already filmed the first 
season. The girl for that one never guessed anything." 
"Yeah, and you were well on your way to guessing," said Misty. Or Laveda. 
"I think Brian might need some time to digest all of this. And fortunately, he'll 
have the time to do that on his way home. Brian, are you ready to leave, buddy?" Trent 
pointed to the door. 
"It's like the Wizard ofOz or something." 1 laughed, then caught myself, because 
I wasn't used enough to what they said to laugh at it. 1 still feel like I was in Oz and I just 
woke up. A part of me is angry that 1 was lied to the whole time, that I was living a lie 
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for a month of my life. Another part thinks it's all hilarious - or that it will be some other 
time. I'm excited about the money, but it's still so new to me that I can't actually believe 
in it yet. I haven't spent any of it yet. I just like to think about it. 
I'm pretty glad I don't have to go back to work and that I got some of the 
adventure I was looking for. I'm also pretty glad that I can just go back to my life now. 
It's good to be back with friends and the fam. I don't think I'll miss anything about the 
experience. Except maybe the confession room. I had it set up so I didn't have to move 
to pick anything up. Everything I needed was laid in front of me at arm's length. Yeah, 
that was a pretty sweet deal. 
